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MOUNTAIN.,

—_———

CHAPTER L
THE RETREAT.

I was sad, downcast, weary of my life. Fate had

dealt hardly with me, it had robbed me of all

.who were dear to me, had ruined my plans, frus-

trated all my hopes. People whom I called my

friends had turned against me, when they beheld

me assailed by misfortune ; all mankind with its
B
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conflicting interests and its unrestrained pas:sions,
appeared repulsive in my eyes. Cost what it might,
I was determined to run away, either to die, or in
solitude to regain my vigour and peace of mind.

Without knowing exactly whither my steps
were-leading me, I turned towards those great
mountains whose jagged crests I beheld breaking
the distant line of the horizon.

On I went, following by-paths, and in the
evening stopping before isolated inns. The
sound of a human voice, the noise of a footstep,
made me shudder ; but when I was walking alone
I listened with melancholy pleasure to the birds
singing, the river murmuring, and the thousand
strains proceeding from the vast woods.

Walking, as chance led me, either ‘along the

- high road or footpath, at last I reached the first
defile of the mountain. The wide plain, scored
with indentations, stopped abruptly at the foot of
the rocks and slopes shaded by chestnut trees.
The lofty blue peaks, seen from afar, had dis-

. appeared behind other crests, which were not so

high yet nearer to me. By my side the river,
which lower down, falling over boulders, extended
into a vast sheet of water, flowed rapidly down
between the shining rocks, clad with a blackish
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hued moss. Above each bank a low hill, the
first lesser chain of the mountains, reared up its
escarpments and bore upon its summit the ruins
of a large tower, formerly the warder of the valley.
I felt shut in between two walls; I had quitted
the region of large towns, of smoke and hubbub ;
enemies and false friends were left behind.

It was the first time for very long that I had
felt a sensation of real gladness. My step became
brisker, my glance more confident; I stood still
~that I might enjoy the delight of inhaling the
pure air coming down from the mountain.

There are no more stone, dust, or mud-covered
high roads in this country; now I have left the
low-lying plains, I am in the mountain which no
hand has yet subdued! A foot-track formed by
goats and goat-herds, turns aside from the broader
road, which follows the bottom of the valley, and
ascends obliquely along the hillside. This is the
road which I take so that I may be quite sure of
at last being alone. Every step bringing me
higher, I notice how the people walking along the .
path beneath, gradually grow smaller and smaller.
The hamlets and villages are half hidden from my
sight, by their own smoke, a bluish grey mist
which creeps slowly over the heights, and on its

- B 2
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way leaves fragments of itself clinging to the out-
skirts of the forest. :

Towards evening, after having made the circuit
of several rocky escarpments, having passed over
numerous ravines, and crossed many brawling
streamlets by jumping from stone to stone, I
reached the base of a height rising far above
rocks, woods and pastures. At the top a smoky
cabin, and sheep grazing on the slopes around,
appeared in sight. This yellowish path wound
upwards to the cabin like a piece of unrolled
ribbon, and there seemed to stop. Farther on, I
could discern nothing but great stony ravines,
landslips, waterfalls, snow and glaciers. This
was the last habitation of man. It was the cabin
which for long months should serve as my place
of refuge. A dog, then a shepherd, received me
as if they were friends.

Henceforward, being free, I allowed nature
slowly to renew my life. At times I would
wander in the midst of a chaos of stones, which
had been hurled lown from a rocky ridge; at
others I would walk as chance led me in a forest
of pine-trees; then, again, I would climb to the
upper crests, and seat myself upon some peak over-
looking the whole scene; often I would plunge
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into a deep, black ravine in which I could imagine.
that I had fled into the bowels of the earth.

Gradually, under the influence of time and
nature, the lugubrious phantoms which haunted
my memory relaxed their hold. I no longer
walked merely to escape from my recollections,
but also to allow myself to be imbued with the
impressions of all around me, and to enjoy them
as if unconsciously.

If ever, since having set my foot upon the
mountain, I had experienced a sensation of glad-
ness, it ‘was owing to the fact of my having
entered into solitude, and that rocks, forests, a
whole new world had risen up between me and
the past; yet one fine day I understood that a
new passion had crept into my soul. I loved the
mountain for its own sake. I loved its superb
calm face, lighted up by the sun while we were
still left in gloom; I loved its mighty shoulders,
laden with ice full of blue reflections; its sides,
whereon pastures alternated with forests and
waste ground ; its huge roots stretched out afar
like those of an enormous tree, separated by
valleys, with their respective rivulets, cascades,
lakes, and meadows; I loved everything belong-
ing to the mountain, down to the yellow or green
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moss growing upon the rocks, down to the stone
gleaming in the midst of the turf.

Just in the same manner the shepherd, who as
a representative of that human-kind from which
I was escaping, at first almost displeased me,
had gradually become necessary to me; I felt
my confidence in and friendship for him awaken.
I no longer confined myself to thanking him for
the food which he brought and the services which
he rendered me. But I studied him.; I tried to
learn all that he could teach me. Very slender
were his appliances for instruction, but when
once the love of nature had taken possession of
me, it was he who taught me to know the moun-
tain on which the flocks grazed and at whose base
he was born. He told me the names of the
plants, showed me the rocks in which crystals
and rare stones were to be found, accompanied
me to the edges of dizzy whirlpools to point out
the line I must pursue where it was difficult to
cross. From the top of the peaks he indicated
the valleys, traced out the course of the torrents;
then, having returned to our smoky cabin, related to
me the history of the country and its local legends.

In exchange, I explained many things to him
which he did not, and had never even desired to
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understand. But his intelligence expanded by
degrees; it became rapacious. When I saw his
eye brighten and his lips smile, I took delight
in repeating to him the little that I knew. Intel-
lect dawned upon that face, until lately so dull
and heavy. From being as careless as he had
hitherto been, he was metamorphosed into a man
capable of reflecting both on himself and the
objects surrounding him. ,

And while teaching my companion, I taught
myself, for in trying to explain nature’s phe-
nomena to the shepherd, I ended in understanding
them better, and became my own pupil.

Thus incited by the double interest which the
love of nature and sympathy with my companion
imparted to me, I endeavoured to become ac-
quainted both with the present life and past
history of the mountain upon which we dwelt
like parasites upon an elephant’s hide. I studied
the enormous mass, in the rocks of which it is
formed, in the irregularities of the ground which,
according to the different points of view, the hours
and the seasons, imparted to it such great diversity
of aspects, so lovely or so terrible. I studied itin
its snow, its ice, and the weather that assailed it ;
in the plants and animals inhabiting its surface.
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I also strove to understand what influence the
mountain had had ,upon the poetry and history
of nations, the part it had played in the move-
ments of the different peoples and in the progress
of all mankind.

That which I did learn I owe to the co-opera-
tion of my shepherd, and also, since I ought to
tell everything, to that of the creeping insects, of
the butterflies and birds of song.

Had I not spent long hours lying on the grass,
watching or listening to those tiny beings my
brothers, perhaps I should not so well have
understood how alive is also that vast earth
which bears in its bosom all those infinitely small
creatures, and carries them away with us into
unfathomable space.



(9 )

CHAPTER II.
PEAKS AND VALLEYS.

SEEN from the plain, the mountain is of a very
simple form; it is a small, jagged cone, rising
amid other points of unequal height upon a blue
wall streaked with pink and white, which bounds
one entire side of the horizon. It was as if I
were looking from afar at a monster saw with
-unevenly-cut teeth; one of these teeth is the
mountain upon which wandered my feet.
Nevertheless the small cone which I distin-
guished from its inferior companions, a simple
grain of sand upon that grain of sand which is
the earth, now appeared to me like a world.
From my hut I can easily see, a few hundred
yards above my head, a ridge of rock which
seems to be the summit, yet no sooner do I climb
up to it than another peak rises up beyond the
snow. [ gain a second escarpment, and the
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mountain appears again to change its form.
From every point, every ravine, every declivity,
the landscape is displayed under a fresh aspect,
under another form. Taken by itself, the moun-
tain is a whole group of mountains, just as in the
midst of the sea each billow is built up of innume-
rable tiny wavelets. To understand the architec-
ture of the whole mountain, it must be studied,
be surveyed in every direction; every elevation
should be ascended, every gorge penetrated.
Like everything else it is inexhaustible, for all
who wish to know it in its entirety.

The height upon which I best loved to sit was
not the crowning elevation where I might place
myself like a king upon a throne, thence to con-
template the kingdoms extended at his feet. I
felt happier upon the next lower summit, whence
my glance could at the same time descend to the
lowest slopes, then rise again foot by foot towards
the upper walls, and to the peak piercing the
azure heavens. There, without needing to repress
the sensation of pride which I should have ex-
perienced in spite of myself upon the culminating
apex of the mountain, I could enjoy the delight
of feasting my gaze upon the beauties presented
by the snow, the rocks, the forests, and pastures.
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. I hovered half way up between the two zones
of earth and sky, and I felt free without being
isolated. Nowhere else could a sweeter sensa-
tion of peace fill my heart.

It is a great delight to attain a high poiat, over-
looking a view of peaks, valleys, and plains.
With what pleasure, what ecstasy of the senses
do we contemplate in one general panorama the
enormous edifice of which we occupy the pinnacle.
Beneath, upon the lower slopes, only one portion
of the mountain is visible, or at most one side ;
but from the summit all the tops can be discerned
stretching from ressault to ressault, from buttress
to buttress, down to the small hills and headlands
of the base. As equals we gaze upon the encir-
cling mountains, like them our heads are in pure
air and light; we soar to the free sky like an
eagle whose flight bears him above the dull planet.
At our feet, far below the peak, we behold that
which the multitude beneath term the sky ; they
are clouds which, travelling slowly along the
mountain’s sides, rend themselves upon the pro-
jecting angles of the rocks and outskirts of the
woods, leaving shreds of fog here and there in
the ravines, then sailing away over the plains,
‘cast their great shadow upon the ground in ever-
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varying form. From the top of this splendid
observatory no rivers can be seen making their way
like the clouds whence they took their birth, but
their motion is revealed by the noisy uproar of
the water heard afar off from time to time, either
issuing from the riven glaciers or in the small lakes
and cascades in the valley, or meandering gently
through the lower landscape. In this scene of
amphitheatres, ravines, gorges, dales, we take part,
as if we had suddenly become immortal, in the
great geological work of the excavating waters as
they empty their basins in every direction around
the primitive mass of the mountain. We see
them, so to say, incessantly chiselling the enormous
object so as to carry away the débris wherewith
to level the plain, to fill up some ocean bay. I
can distinguish that bay from the summit on to
which I have climbed ; there below lies extended
that great abyss, the blue ocean, whence the
mountain has gone forth and whither sooner or
later it must return.

As to man he is invisible, but I imagine him.
Like nests half hidden in the branches, I can
discern cottages, hamlets, villages, dispersed in
the valleys and upon the sides of the verdant
hills.. There below, beneath the smoke, under a
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layer of air vitiated by the breath of innumerable
persons, something white indicates a large city.
The houses, the palaces, the lofty towers, the
cupolas, all merge into one dirty, dingy colour,
which might be described as a sort of mouldiness,
contrasting with the fresher tints of the surround-
ing country. Then I think sadly of all the
perfidy and wickedness being enacted in that
ant-hill, of all the vices fermenting beneath that
almost invisible pustule, but seen from the summit
the immense panorama of the country is beautiful
as a whole, with its towns, villages, and isolated
houses, which here and there brighten the scene
* beneath the light in which they are bathed ; the
dark spots blend with all that surrounds them
in one harmonious whole ; the atmosphere sheds
its azure mantle over thé entire plain.

Great is the difference between the true form of
our picturesque mountain, so rich in its various
aspects, and that which I ascribed to it in my
childhood when looking at the maps which my
tutor made me study; I then pictured to myself
a perfectly regular isolated mass, sloping equally
all round its circumference, gently rounded at the
top, at the base slightly inflected and insensibly

losing itself in the plains. There are no such
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mountains in the world. Even the volcanoes
which spring up singly, far removed from any
other groups and which grow little by little as
they eject cinders and lava sideways upon
their declivities, do not possess that geometrical
regularity. The discharge of these internal sub-
stances is sometimes produced from the central
crater, sometimes from the side crevices; small
subordinate volcanoes spring up here and there
upon the slopes of the principal mountain, raising
up heaps on its surface. Even the very wind
labours to impart an irregular shape to it, by
causing the showers of cinders, vomited forth
during the eruption, to fall according to its will.
But could we compare our mountain, an old
witness of former ages, to a volcano, a mountain
born yesterday, and which as yet has hardly with-
stood the onslaughts of weather? Ever since
the day on which that corner of the earth, where-
on we live, assumed its first rugosity, destined to
be gradually transformed into a mountain, nature,
which is the motive force, has laboured without
relaxation to modify the aspect of that protuber-
ance; here it has raised up, elsewhere it has
depressed the mass; made it bristle with peaks,
studded it with cupolas and domes, has inclined,
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bent, excavated, chiselled, toiled interminably at
the busy surface, and now even before our eyes
the task still goes on. To the spirit which has
watched the mountain during the lapse of ages,
it must have appeared as fluctuating, as uncertain
as the ocean billows lashed by the storm; it is a
wave, a vapour ; when it shall have disappeared, it
will be but as a dream.

Yet amid this changing or ever-varying orna-
mentation, produced by the continual action of the
forces of nature, the mountain does not cease to
present a sort of superb rhythm to any one who
wanders about it, in order to learn its construc-
tion. Whether the culminating portion is a broad
plateay, a rounded mass, a vertical wall, a ridge,
‘an isolated pyramid, or even a cluster of distinct
needles, the whole mountain presents a general
aspect which harmonises with that of the summit.
From the centre of the mass to the base of the
mountain, other peaks or groups of subordinate
peaks succeed one another on every side; some-
times even at the foot of the last chain which
borders the alluvion of the plain, or the waters of
the ocean, a miniature copy of the mountain may
be seen springing up as a small hillock, in the
midst of the fields, or as a rock out of the bosom
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of the waters. The outlines of all these heights,
. succeeding one another as they incline gradually
or abruptly, present a series of most graceful
undulations. This sinuous line uniting the sum-
mits of -the principal peak to the plain is the true
slope—it is the road which a giant shod with
magic boots would take. ‘

The mountain which so long sheltered me is
beautiful and serene beyond all others in the
calm regularity of its features. From the highest
pastures the great peak can be seen rising up like
a pyramid of irregular tiers. The contrast of the
whiteness of the patches of snow filling up the
anfractuosities impart to it a sombre, almost black
tint; but the green of the turf, covering the
distant subordinate heights, appears all the softer
in our sight, and our eyes, as they again travel
down the enormous formidable-looking mass, rest
with ecstasy upon the soft undulations of the
pasture grounds; they are so graceful in their
contour, so velvety in appearance, that we
involuntarily think of the delight a giant would
feel in caressing them with his hands. Farther
down, abrupt declivities, rocky cliffs and lower
chains clad with woods, to a great extent conceal
the mountain’s sides from me; but the whole
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appears all the higher, the more sublime from the
fact that my glance can only embrace one portion
at a time, as it would a statue whose pedestal
remains hidden ; it is resplendent in the sky, in
the region of clouds, in the pure light.

The beauty of the hollows, the chasms, the
dales or the defiles, corresponds with that of
every kind of peak and projection. Between the
summit of our mountain and the next nearest
point, the crest dips considerably and leaves a
very easy passage between the two opposite de-
clivities. It is at this depression of the ridge
that the first indentation of the open serpentine
valley enters the two mountains. To this inden-
tation others are added ; then more again scoring
the surface of the rocks and meeting in ravines,
which themselves converge towards a circle,
whence by a series of defiles and tiers of basins,
the snow runs oft and the waters descend into
the valley,

Yonder, where the ground inclines very
slightly, fields, clusters of common trees, groups
of houses, begin to appear. On every side dales,
some of a lovely others of a severe aspect, bena
towards the principal valley. Away beyond a
distant turning, the valley disappears from our

4 c
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vision, but if we do lose sight of the bottom, at
least we can imagine its general form and con-
tour, by the more or less parallel lines presented
by the outlines of the lower chains. Taken as a
whole, the valley, with its innumerable ramifica-
tions penetrating into the depths of the mountain,
may be compared to trees whose thousands of
branches are divided and subdivided into delicate
twigs. Itis by the form of the valley and all its
network of dales that we can best understand the
real elevation of the mountains separating them.
Do we not from those summits whence our eyes
can roam most freely over the country, see a great
number of peaks which we compare one with
another, and each of which enables us to under-
stand the rest? Above the sinuous edge of the
height rising from the yonder side of the valley a
second outline of a range can be distinguished
already assuming a bluish hue, and again beyond
it, a third or even a fourth series. of azure
mountains. These chains, which all eventually
become attached to the great ridge of the princi-
pal summits, are but slightly parallel to one another,
despite their indentations, and at one time appear
to approach, then to recede, according to the
freaks of the clouds and the progress of the sun.
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Twice a day the immense panorama of mountains
is steadily unrolled, when the oblique morning
and evening rays successively leave in the shadow
that portion of the ground turned towards night,
and bathes in light that which faces day. From
the most distant western peaks to those which
can hardly be distinguished in the east, there
is one harmonious scale of every colour and shade
which can be produced by the effulgence of the
sun and the transparency of the atmosphere.
Amongst these mountains are some which a
breath could efface, so ephemeral are they in tone,
so delicately traced upon the sky, their back-
ground.

If but a slight vapour arises, an imperceptible
mist forms on the horizon or only the sun in its
decline allows the shadows to increase, then these
beautiful mountains, this snow, these glaciers,
these pyramids vanish by degrees as in the
twinkling of an eye. We beheld them in their
splendour, and now they have disappeared from
the sky; they are but a dream, a vague memory.
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CHAPTER IIIL
ROCKS AND CRYSTALS.

THE hard rock of the mountains, as well as that ex-
tending beneath the plains, is covered almost every-
where, with a more or less deep layer of vegetable
mould and with varieties of plants. Here there
are forests, elsewhere brushwood, heather, whortle-
berries, furze; in other places, again, and to the
greatest extent, the short grass of pastures. Even
where the rock appears naked or juts out in points,
or rises as a wall, the stone is clad with white, red
or yellow lichens, which often impart a similar
appearance to rocks of the most different origin.
Hardly ever, even in the cold regions of the
summits, at the foot of glaciers, and on the con-
fines of the snow, does the stone appear without
a cover of vegetation to disguise it. Sandstone,
limestone, granite, to an unobservant traveller
would seem to be of one and the same forma-
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tion. Yet the diversity of the rocks is great.
The mineralogist who wanders, hammer in hand,
through the mountains, may collect hundreds and
thousands of stones differing in appearance, yet
whose construction is intimately connected. Some
are of a uniform grain throughout, others are
composed of different atoms, contrasting in shape,
colour and brilliancy. Some are speckled, dia-
pered or striated, transparent, translucent and
opaque. Some are to be seen bristling with
crystals, with regular facets; others again are
ornamented with arborizations, similar to bunches
of tamarind or fern fronds. All kinds of metals
are found in stones, whether in their pure state or
mingled one with another; at one time they dis-
cover themselves as crystals or nodules, at others
as simple fugitive erosions, similar to the brilliant
reflections in a soap-bubble. Then, too, there are
innumerable animal or vegetable fossils, enclosed
in the rock and of which it retains the impression.
As many separate fragments as there are, so
many different evidences are to be found of the
creatures which have existed during the incalcu-
lable series of past centuries.

Without being either a professional mineralogist
or geologist, the traveller who understands how
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to look can perfectly see how wonderful is
the diversity of rocks composing the mass of the
mountain. Such is the contrast between the
different parts of the vast edifice that even from a
distance we can recognise to what formation they
belong. From any isolated peak overlooking an
extensive expanse, it is easy to distinguish the
crest of the granite dome, the pyramid of slate
and the wall of calcareous rock.

It is in the immediate vicinity of the principal
summit of our mountain that the granite best
reveals itself. There a ridge of black rocks
separates two fields of snow, spreading out their
sparkling whiteness on either side. They might
be described as a diadem of jet upon a muslin
veil. It is by this ridge that it is easiest to gain
the culminating point of the mountain, for there
the crévasses, hidden beneath the uniform surface
of the snow, are avoided. There we can plant
our feet firmly upon the ground, while by means
of our arms we easily raise ourselves up step by
step in the steep places. It was by that route
that I almost always made my ascent when
leaving the flock and my companion the shepherd,
I went to spend some hours on the great peak.

Seen from a distance through the bluish



ROCKS AND CRYSTALS. 23

vapours of the atmosphere, the. granite ridge
appeared uniform enough. The mountaineers,
practical and almost shrewd in their comparisons,
term it a comb; indeed it might be said to be
a row of regularly arranged, pointed teeth; but
when in the midst of the rock, we find ourselves
in a sort of chaos; needles, tottering stones,
heaped-up boulders, strata superposed one above
another, overhanging towers, walls propping them-
selves up against each other and leaving narrow
passages between them, such is the ridge forming
the angle of the mountain. Even upon these
heights the rock is almost universally covered
with a coat of lichens, but in many places it has
been laid bare by the friction of ice, the moisture
of the snow, the action of frosts, rain, wind, and
the sun’s rays. Other rocks rent by thunder have
become magnetic from the shock of the celestial
fire.

In the midst of these ruins it is easy to observe
what, until quite recently, was the interior of the
rock. I perceive crystals in all their brilliancy,
white quartz, felspar of a pale rose colour, mica
resembling a silver spangle. In other portions of
the mountain the exposed granite presents a fresh
aspect: in one rock it is white as marble, and

’
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sprinkled over with small black spots; elsewhere
it is blue and sombre. Almost everywhere it is
very hard, and the slabs which might be cut out
of it would serve for the construction of lasting
monuments ; but in other places it is so friable,
the various crystals in it are so slightly aggre-
gated, that a man can easily crush them between
his fingers. A stream, taking its rise at the foot
of a height composed of this so slightly cohesive
material, spreads out in the ravine above a bed of
the finest sand, all sparkling with mica. We might
imagine that we beheld gold and silver gleam-
ing through the rippling water. More than one
rustic coming from the plains has been deceived
and has eagerly rushed upon the treasure, which
the mocking stream carelessly sweeps away.

The incessant action of the snow and water
permits us to observe another species of rock,
which also exists to a great extent in the mass
of the immense edifice. Not far from the ridges
and domes of granite, which are the most ele-
vated portions of the mountain, and seem, so to
say, to be its core, another subordinate peak
appears, whose aspect is of a remarkable regu-
larity ; it might be described as a four-sided
pyramid, placed upon the enormous pedestal
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formed for it by the . plateaux and declivities.
It is a summit composed of slate rocks,
which time, with all its atmospheric changes of
wind, solar rays, snow, fog, and rain, incessantly
pares away. The split slabs of slate become
fissured, broken, and, in sliding masses, roll right
down the talus. Sometimes a sheep’s light step
suffices to set myriads of stones in motion upon
the whole side of a mountain.

Quite different from the slate is the calcareous
rock, which forms some of the foremost crags.
This rock, when broken, is not shivered into
countless tiny fragments, but into great blocks.
Such a fracture has rent a whole rock, three
hundred yards high, from the base to the summit ;
on either side we see the two vertical walls
reaching up to the sky; the light can hardly
penetrate to the bottom of the chasm, and the
water wherewith it is filled, and that has come
down from the snowy heights, only reflects the
clearness from above in its seething rapids and
the dashing spray of its cascades. Nowhere, not
even in mountains ten times as high, does nature
appear grander. From afar the calcareous por-
tion of the mountain re-assumes its true proportions,
and we see that it is commanded by much loftier
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rocky masses, but it always surprises us by the
mighty beauty of its layers and upright rocks,
resembling Babylonian temples.

Very picturesque, although relatively of slight
importance, are the sandstone and conglomerate
rocks, composed of cemented fragments. In
every part where the incline of the ground favours
the action of the water, the latter tempers the
cement and digs out a gutter for itself, a narrow -
fissure, which in course of time ends by sawing
the rock in two. Other watercourses have
similarly dug out other fissures near the lesser
ones, deeper in proportion to the greater abund-
ance of the liquid mass borne away; the rock
thus cut in half at last resembles a labyrinth of
obelisks, towers and fortresses. Some of these
fragments of mountains now remind us of
deserted towns with their damp, sinuous streets,
crenellated walls, dungeons, overhanging towers
and curious statues. I still recollect the impres-
sion of surprise bordering on fear which I felt
on approaching the opening of a gorge already
invaded by the shades of evening. Afar off I
perceived the black fissure. But beside the
entrance on the summit of the mountain, I also
remarked strange forms which looked like giants
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in a row. They were high columns of clay each
bearing upon its apex a great round stone, which
from a distance seemed to be a head; the rain
had by degrees dissolved and washed away the
surrounding soil, but the ponderous stones had
been respected, and by their weight continued to
* impart consistency to the gigantic pillars of clay
supporting them.

Every crag, every rock belonging to the
mountain, thus has its own peculiar aspect accord-
ing to the material composing it, and its power of
resisting the elements of decay. Thus arises an
infinite variety of forms which is still more increased
by the contrast presented to the exterior of the
rocks by the snow, grass, forests and cultivation.
The picturesqueness of the lines and ground are
augmented by the continual changes of ornamen-
tation undergone by the surface. And yet how
very few in number are the elements composing
the mountain, and which by their mixture impart
to it this prodigious variety of aspects.

The chemists, who in their laboratories analyse
the rock, teach us what is the composition of these
different crystals. They tell us that quartz is
silica, that is to say, oxide of silicon, a metal,
which in its purer state resembles silver, and when
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mixed with the oxygen of the air has become a
whitish rock. They also tell us that felspar,
mica, augite, hornblende, and other crystals which
are found in such great variety in the rocks of
the mountain, are composites, in which other
minerals, aluminium, potassium, are again found
with silicon, united with the atmospheric gases in
varying proportions, and following certain laws of
chemical affinity. Every mountain, those near at
hand as well as distant ones, the plains at their
base, and all the whole earth, are but metal in an
impure state; if the fused and mingled elements
of the mass of the globe were suddenly to resume
their purity, the planet would, for the inhabitants
of Mars and Venus levelling their telescopes at

us, possess the appearance of a silver ball re-
~ volving in a black sky.

The geologist who seeks to discover the ele-
ments of stones, often finds that all the massive
rocks composed of crystals or crystalline paste,
consist, as does granite, of oxydised metals; such
are porphyry, serpentine and the igneous rocks
which have issued from the earth during volcanic
explosions, trachyte, basalt, obsidian, pumice-
stone ; all these come from silicon, aluminium,
potassium, sodium, calcium. As to the rocks
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disposed in planes or strata, placed in layers the
one above another, why should they not also be
metals, since they to a great extent result from
the disaggregation and redistribution of the massive
rocks ? Stones crushed to pieces, then cemented
again, sand agglutinated to the rocks after having
been triturated and pulverised, clay that has
become compact after having been tempered by
water, slates which are nothing more than
hardened clay, are almost all the remains of
earlier rocks, and like them are composed of
metal. Limestone alone, which constitutes so
considerable a portion of the earth’s crust, does
not proceed directly from the destruction of the
most ancient rocks ; it is formed of the débris
which have passed through the organism of
marine animals; they have been eaten and
digested, but are none the less metallic; their
foundation is calcium combined with sulphur,
carbon and phosphorus. Thus, thanks to the
mixture, the varied and changing combinations,
the polished, uniform, impenetrable mass of metal,
has assumed bold and picturesque forms, has
hollowed itself into basins for lakes and rivers, has
clothed itself again with vegetable mould, and
has ended by entering even into the sap of plants
and the blood of animals.
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The pure metal reveals itself here and there in
other places amid the stones of the mountain. In
the midst of landslips and on the edges of springs,
ferruginous masses are often to be seen, crystals
of iron, copper, lead combined with other ele-
ments, are found in the scattered remains; some-
times a particle of gold gleams in the sand of the
stream. But in hard rocks neither the precious
mineral nor crystals are distributed at haphazard ;
they are disposed in ramified veins which are
especially developed between beds of different
formations. These lodes of metal, like the magic
thread of the labyrinth, have led miners, and after
them geologists, into the depths and history of
the mountain.

Formerly, so legends tell us, it was easy to
collect all these riches of the interior of the
mountain ; all that a man needed was a little luck
and the favour of the gods. If he made a false
step he would catch hold of a shrub to save him-
self. The fragile stem gave way, dragging with
it a great stone that concealed a hitherto unknown
cave. The shepherd boldly forced his way into
the opening, not without uttering some magic
formula or touching some amulet; then, after
having walked along in the dark passage for a
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long time, he suddenly found himself beneath a
vaulted roof of crystals and diamonds; statues of
gold and silver, profusely ornamented with rubies ;
topaz and sapphires adhered to every side of the
apartment ; he needed but to stoop to gather up
the treasures. Not by simple incantations or
without trouble can man in our days succeed
in obtaining gold or other metals lying dormant
in the rocks. The precious particles are rare,
impure, mingled with earth, and for the greatest
portion do not assume their brilliancy and value
until after they have passed through the refining
furnace.
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CHAPTER 1V.
THE ORIGIN OF THE MOUNTAIN.

Trus down to its very smallest molecule the
enormous mountain presents a combination of
divers elements, which are mingled in varying
proportions ; every crystal, every mineral, every
grain of sand or particle of limestone has its
endless history, just as have the stars themselves.
Like the universe, the smallest fragment of rock
possesses its genesis, but while mutually aiding
one another by science, the physician, chemist,
astrologist, and geologist are still anxiously asking
themselves if they do thoroughly understand this
stone and the mystery of its origin.

And is it certain that they have unveiled the
origin of the mountain ? When we see all these
rocks, sandstone, limestone, slate, and granite, can
we tell how the prodigious mass accumulated
and rose up towards the sky? While contem-
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plating it in its superb beauty, can we weak dwarfs
who look on, examine ourselves, and say to the
mountain with the conscious pride of satisfied
intelligence, “The least of your stones can crush
us, but yet we understand you; we know what
was your birth, what your history.”

As much as, and even more than we, do chil-
dren ask questions on beholding nature and its
phenomena ; but in their simple confidence they
almost always content themselves with the vague
and untruthful reply given by a father or an elder
who does not know, or by a professor who pre-
tends to be ignorant of nothing. If they did not
receive this reply they would go on searching for
ever, until they had discovered for themselves
some kind of an explanation, for a child cannot
remain in doubt; entering triumphantly upon
life full of the sentiment of his existence, it is
necessary that he should be able to speak like
an authority upon every subject. Nothing ought
to remain unknown to him.

In the same manner nations who had just
emerged from their pristine barbarism, found for
themselves a definitive explanation for everything
that impressed them. The first explanation, that

which best responded to their intelligence and the
D
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habits of their race, was approved. Transmitted
from lip to lip, the legend ended by becoming the
divine word, and a tribe of interpreters rose up
to give it the support of their moral authority and
ceremonies. It is thus that in the mythical herit-
age of almost every nation we find accounts which
relate to us the birth of the mountains, rivers,
earth, ocean, plants, animals, and even of man
himself.

The most simple explanation is that which
shows us the gods and genii hurling mountains
down from heaven, and allowing them to fall
by chance, or else raising them up and rebuild-
ing them carefully like the columns destined to
bear the vaults of the skies. Thus were con-
structed Libanus and Hermon; thus was Mount
Atlas with those stalwart shoulders planted at the
ends of the earth. Elsewhere, when once they
were created, the mountains frequently changed
their places and the gods utilised them for the
discharge oft heir thunderbolts. The Titans, who
were not gods, threw down all the mountains of
Thessaly in order to use them again for build-
ing up the ramparts round Olympus; even
gigantic Athos was not too weighty for their
arms ; they carried it from the heart of Thracia
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into the middle of the sea to the spot where it
stands erect at this present day. A giantess of
the north had filled her apron with little hills, and
dropped them at certain distances, that she might
recognise her way. Vishnu one day seeing a
young girl asleep beneath the sun’s too ardent
rays, took up a mountain and held it poised upon
his finger tips to shelter the beautiful sléeper.
This, the legend tells us, was the origin of sun-
shades.

Nor was it even always necessary for gods and
giants to lift up the mountains in order to remove
them; the latter obeyed a mere sign. Stones
hastened to listen to the strains of Orpheus’
lyre, mountains stood erect to hear Apollo; it
was thus that Helicon, the home of the Muses,
took its birth. The prophet Mahomet arrived two
thousand years too late; had he been born in an
age of a simpler faith, he would not have gone to
the mountain, it would have gone to him.

Side by side with this explanation of the
mountain’s birth by the will of the gods, the
mythology of many nations furnishes another less
extravagant. According to this idea the rocks
and mountains would be animate organisms
put forth naturally upon the earth’s huge body

D 2
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as are the stamen in the corolla of a flower.
While on the one side the ground descended
to receive the waters of the ocean, on the
other it rose up towards the sun to welcome
its vivifying light. It is thus that the plants
raise their stems and turn their petals towards
the planet, looking down upon them and im-
parting to them their brilliancy. But the ancient
legends have lost their believers and are merely
poetical recollections for mankind; they have
retired to join other dreams, and the spirits of
inquirers, emancipated from these illusions, have
become more eager in their pursuit after truth.
The men of our days too, like those of ancient
times, have still to repeat while contemplating the
peaks gilded by the light, “ How were they
able to raise themselves up to the sky ?”

Even in our time, when learned men profess
to base their theories upon observation and expe-
rience only, many fancies sufficiently resembling
the legends of the ancients as to the origin of
the mountains still exist. One big modern book
endeavours to demonstrate to us that the sun’s
light which bathes our planet had become solidi-
fied, and had condensed itself into table-lands and
mountains all over the earth. Another declares
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that the attraction of the sun and moon, not con-
tent twice a day to lift up the waves of the sea, has
also caused the earth to swell and has carried up
the solid waves to the regions of snow. Finally,
another tells us how the comets which have
wandered astrayin the heavens have come to collide
with our globe, have pierced holes in its crust as
stones shatter a piece of ice, and have caused the
mountains to burst forth in long ranges and groups.

Happily the earth, always toiling at fresh
creations, does not cease to labour before our
eyes, and shows us how by degrees it alters the
rugosities of its surface. It destroys, but it also
reconstructs itself daily; constantly it levels some
mountains to raise up others, hollows out valleys
just to fill them up again. While wandering over
the surface of the globe, and carefully observing
its natural phenomena, we can see how hills
and mountains are formed, slowly it is true, and
not by any sudden upheaval, as the lovers of the
marvellous would have it to be. We see them
take their birth either directly from the bosom of
the earth, or indirectly, so to say, by the erosion
of plateaux, just as a block of marble gradually
assumes the form of a statue. When an insular
or continental mass, some hundreds or thousands
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of yards high, receives rain' in abundance, its
slopes gradually become indented with ravines,
dales, valleys, the uniform surface of the plateau
is cut into peaks, ridges, pyramids, scooped out
into amphitheatres, basins, precipices; systems of
mountains appear by degrees wherever the level
ground has rolled down to any enormous extent.
It is the same in those portions of the earth
where a plateau assailed by rain on one side only
is cut up into mountains merely on that slope;
thus is in Spain, that terrace of La Mancha,
where it descends towards Andalusia by the
escarpments of the Sierra Morena.

In addition to these external causes which change
plateaux into mountains, slow transformations in
the interior of the earth are also being accom-
plished, bringing about vast excavations. Those
hardworking men who, hammer in hand, go about
for many years among the mountains in order to
study their form and structure, observe in the lower
beds of marine formation which constitute the
non-crystalline portion of the mountains, gigantic
rents or fissures extending thousands of yards
in length. Masses, millions of yards thick, have
been completely raised up again by these shocks
or turned as completely upside down, so that what



THE ORIGIN OF THE MOUNTAIN. 39

was formerly the surface has now become the
bottom. The beds giving way in consequence
of successive shocks have bared the skeleton of
crystalline rocks which they enveloped as if with
a mantle ; they have exposed the core of the
mountain, as a curtain suddenly drawn aside
discovers a hidden statue.

But such falling away has been of less im-
portance than has plication, in the history ot
the earth and the mountains forming its external
rugosities. Subjected to slow secular pressure,
the rock, the clay, the layers of sandstone, the
veins of metal, can all be folded up like a piece of
cloth, and the folds thus formed become mountains
and valleys. The earth’s surface, similarly to that
of the ocean, is stirred up into waves, but these
undulations are of a very different magnitude ;
the Andes, the Himalayas, for instance, thus
rear themselves up again above the level of the
plains. The rocks of the earth find themselves
constantly subjected to these lateral impulsions
which fold and refold them in different directions,
keeping the beds incessantly in a state of fluctua-
tion. It is thus that the skin of fruit becomes
wrinkled.

The peaks which rise straight up from the
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ground and gradually climb from the level of the
sea towards the frigid altitudes of the atmosphere,
are mountains of lava and volcanic cinders. In
many parts of the terrestrial surface they can
easily be studied rising, growing before the naked
eye. Differing vastly from ordinary mountains,
volcanoes, properly so called, are perforated by a
central crater through which the smoke and
pulverised fragments of burnt rock escape; but
when they become extinguished the crater closes
and the slopes of the volcanic cone, whose outline
loses its pristine regularity beneath the influence
of rains and vegetation, ends by resembling those
of other mountains. Elsewhere there are rocky
masses which, rising out of the bosom of the earth
either in a liquid or pulpy state, simply issue from
a long fissure in the ground, and are not thrown
up by a crater as are the scorie of Vesuvius and
Etna. The lava accumulating in peaks and
branching out into promontories, merely differs by
its youth from those old hoary-headed mountains
with which other portions of the earth’s surface
bristles. The lava once boiling, gradually cools ;
it flows into fresh beds outside and clothes itself
anew with vegetable mould ; it receives the rain
in its interstices, sending it forth again as stream-
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lets and rivers; finally it is covered once more
at its base, with new geological formations and
becomes surrounded, like the other mountains,
with layers of gravel, sand, or clay. In course of
time, all that the geologist’'s eye can discover is
that they have sprung out of the bosom of that
great furnace, the earth, as if a mass of fused
metal.

Among these ancient mountains, forming a
portion of those groups and systems termed the
“vertebral columns” of the continents, are many
composed of rocks very similar to actual lava and
of an analogous chemical formation. The great-
est portion of the granite rocks seem to be formed
in the same manner as these lavas, porphyrys,
traps and melaphyres which have issued from the
earth through wide fissures, and have spread out
over the ground, like a viscous substance which
would soon congeal on coming into contact with
the air. They as well as lava are crystalline, and
their crystals contain the same simple substances in
their elements, silicium and aluminium. Is it not
reasonable to suppose that granite has also been
a paste-like mass, and the crevices of the ground
have afforded a passage to its boiling streams ?
All the same this is but a hypothesis now under
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discussion, and not a demonstrated truth. It is
believed that as the lava, which springs out of the
earth, sometimes lifts up strips of ground with its
forests or fields, so have eruptions of granite or
similar rocks been the most frequent cause of the
upheaval of strata of various formations constitu-
ting the most considerable portion of the moun-
tains. Strata of lime, sandstone and clay, which
the waters of the sea or of a lake had once de-
posited in parallel layers upon the bottom of their
bed, and which had become the external pellicle
of the earth, would have been thus bent down and
set up again by the mass rising out of the depths
insearch of a means of egress. Here the swelling
wave of granite would have broken the upper
strata into isies and islands, all of which, discon-
nected, split up, crumpled into various folds, are
now dispersed amongst the depressions and upon
the points of the upheaving rock ; elsewhere the
granite would have opened but one crevice for its
passage through the ground, by folding back on
either side the outer layers, following the inclina-
tion of the most varied angles; again in other
places the granite without even reaching daylight
would none the less have thrown out hummocks on
the upper strata. These, under the pressure which
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had caused them to become folded, would have
ceased to be plains, in order to be transformed
into hills and mountains. Thus even the heights
formed of strata, quietly deposited at the bottom
of the waters, could have erected themselves into
peaks, in the same manner as the protuberances
of lava ; a well dug through the superposed beds
would reach the nucleus of porphyry or granite.
While admitting that most of the mountains
have made their appearance in the same manner
as those of lava, the cause, inducing all these sub-
stances to burst from the earth in a state of fusion,
still remains a subject for reflection. Ordinarily
people suppose that it has been explained, so
to say, by the contraction of the outer crust of
the globe, which slowly cooled while radiating
heat into space. Formerly our planet was a drop
of burning metal. While rolling through the cold
firmament it has gradually become congealed.
But is it the pellicle alone that has become solidi-
fied, as people love to say, or has the whole drop
been rendered hard, down to its very core? As
yet this is not known, for there is nothing to prove
that the lava of our volcanoes issues from an
immense reservoir, supplying all the interior of the
globe. We only know that sometimes the lava
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forces itself through the crevices of the ground,
and flows to the surface, just as the granite,
porphyry and other similar rocks are said to have
flowed out of fissures in the terrestrial bark, as the
sap escapes through a wound in a plant. The
tide of shattered stones is said to have risen from
the interior, under the pressure of the planetary
crust, gradually to be once more contracted by its
own process of congelation.
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CHAPTER V.
FOSSILS.

WHATSOEVER may be the primary origin of the
mountain, its history has at least been known
to us ever since a period greatly anterior to the
annals of our human race. One hundred and
fifty generations of man have barely succeeded one
another since the first acts of our ancestors were
accomplished, evidences of whom have remained ;
before that period the existence of our race has
only been revealed to us by doubtful monuments.
The inanimate history of the mountain, on the
contrary, has been written in visible characters for
millions of centuries.

The great work, that which even struck our
forefathers ever since the infancy of civilisation,
and which they related in various ways in their
legends, is that the rocks, distributed in regular
layers, the one above another, like the stones of
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a building, have been deposited by the waters.
Let any person walk along the edge of a river,
look at the temporary gutter formed in the de-
pressions of the soil, and he will see the current
seize upon gravel, grains of sand, dust, and all
the scattered detritus to distribute them in order
upon the bottom and shores of its bed; the
heaviest fragments will be disposed in layers at
those spots where the water loses some of the
rapidity of its first impetus, the lighter molecules
will proceed further, spreading themselves in beds
upon the smooth surface, and finally the tenuous
clay, whose weight hardly exceeds that of the
water, will settle down in layers wherever the
torrent-like motion of the water stops. Upon the
shores, and in the basins of lakes and seas, the
layers of débris deposited successively are still
much more regular, for those waters do not
possess the impetuous motion of running streams,
and everything received by their surface is sifted
through the depth of their stationary waters,
without anything occurring to disturb the equable
action of the waves and currents.

It is thus that in this vast nature the division
of labour is arranged. Upon the rocky shores
of the ocean, beaten by the waves of the offing,



‘‘ UPON THE ROCKY SHORES OF THE OCEAN.,”
Page 46.






FOSSILS. 47

we see nothing but gravel and heaped-up boulders.
Elsewhere, stretching away beyond our sight, are
beaches of fine sand, upon which the tidal waves
roll up in volutes of foam. Those who take
soundings to study the floor of the sea, tell us
that upon vast extents, as large as provinces, the
remains which their instruments bring up are
always composed of a uniform mud, more or less
mixed with clay or sand, according to the different
latitudes. They have also proved that in other
portions of the ocean the rock formed at the
bottom of the marine bed is of pure chalk. Shells,
spicules of sponge, animalcule of all descriptions,
inferior organisms, silicious or calcareous, fall incess-
antly, like rain, from the surface waters, and be-
come mingled with the innumerable creatures which
multiply, live, and die on the bottom in sufficiently
great numbers to constitute strata as deep as those
of our mountains ; but then are not these formed of
detritus of the samekind ? In an unknown future,
when the actual abysses of the ocean shall be ex-
tended as plains, or rise up again as peaks in the
sun’s light, our descendants will behold geological
portions of ground similar to those which we see
to-day, and which, perhaps, may have disappeared,
cut up into fragments by the flowing waters.
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During the course of ages, the strata of marine
and lacustrine formation, of which the greatest
part of our mountain is composed, have succeeded
in occupying at a great elevation above the sea,
their sloping, contorted, and curiously folded
position. Whether they have been upheaved by
pressure from below, or whether the ocean has
receded in consequence of the earth becoming
congealed and contracted, or else from some totally
different cause, and that in this manner it had
left layers of sand and limestone upon the ancient
shoals, which have since become continents, there
these layers are now, and we can study at our
leisure the remains which many of them have
brought up from the submarine world.

These remains are fossils, the débris of plants
and animals preserved in the rock. It is true that
the molecules composing the framework, animal
or vegetable, of these bodies have disappeared
with the tissue of the flesh and the drops of blood
or sap; but the whole has been replaced by
particles of stone which have kept the form and
even the colour of the creature destroyed. Within
the thickness of these stones, shells of molluscs,
discs, spheres, spines, cylinders, silicious and
calcareous bits of stick of foraminifera and diatoms
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are to be met with in astounding numbers; but
we also find forms which exactly correspond with
the soft flesh of the creatures of these organisa-
tions ; we see the skeletons of fish with their fins
and scales; recognise the elytra of insects, twigs
and leaves, even footprints can be distinguished ;
upon the hard rock, too, which was formerly the
shifting sand of the beach, we find the impression
of drops of rain, and the intersecting ripple-marks
traced by the wavelets on the shore.

Fossils very rare in certain rocks of marine
formation, very numerous on the contrary in other
strata, and constituting almost the entire mass of
marble and chalk, help us to recognise the
relative age of the strata which have been de-
posited in the course of time. All the fossiliferous
beds, indeed, have not been turned upside-down or
curiously mixed up by excavations and landslips,
most of them have even preserved their regular
superposition, so that the fossils can be studied
and collected in the order in which they appeared.
Where the strata, still in their normal condition,
maintain the position they formerly occupied, after
having been deposited by the maritime or lacus-
trine waters, the shells discovered in the upper
bed are certainly more modern than those of the

E
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layers situated lower down. Hundreds, thousands
of years, represented by innumerable intermediate
molecules of lime or sandstone, have separated
the two epochs of existence.

If the same species of plants and animals had
always lived upon the earth, ever since the day
on which these animate organisms made their first
appearance upon the congealed crust of the planet,
we should not have been able to judge of the
relative age of the two terrestrial strata, separated
- one from the other.  But different creatures have
not ceased to succeed one another for many ages,
and consequently also in the superposed strata.
Certain forms which may be seen in great abund-
ance in the heart of the most ancient stratified
rocks, gradually become rarer in those of less
remote origin, and then end by disappearing
altogether. The new species which succeed the
first, have also, like every individual creature, their
period of regeneration, propagation, decay and
death ; every species of animal or vegetable fossil
might be compared to a gigantic tree, whose roots
plunge into the lower domains of ancient forma-
tion, and- whose trunk becomes ramified, finally
losing itself in the higher strata of more recent
origin. '
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Those geologists who in different countries of
the world spend their time in examining and
studying the rocks, molecule by molecule, in order
to discover in them vestiges of once-living
creatures, have been able, thanks to the order of
succession of every species of fossil, to recognise
in the immured remains the relative age of the
different strata of the earth, deposited by the
waters. Ever since sufficiently numerous obser-
vations have been compared with one another, it
is even frequently easy, on seeing a single fossil,
to pronounce to what epoch of terrestrial ages
belongs the rock in which it was found. Any
specimen whatever of limestone, schist, or sand-
stone, showing a clear impression of shell or plant,
will often suffice. The naturalist, without any fear
of being mistaken, declares that the stone in which
the impression is marked, belongs to such and
such a series of rocks, and ought to be classified
in such and such an epoch in the planet’s history.

These testimony-bearing fossils, which in an
animate form moved, millions of years ago, in the
mud of oceanic abysses, are now met with again
at every height in the mountain strata. They
are to be seen on most of the Pyrenean peaks,
they constitute whole alps, they are recognised
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upon the Caucasus and Cordilleras. Equally
would man see them on the summits of the
Himalaya if he could attain those altitudes. Nor is
this all ; these fossiliferous beds, which to-day pass
beyond the middle zone of the clouds, formerly
reached much more considerable elevations. In
many places upon one side of a mountain, it is
shown that the strata of rocks are more or less
frequently interrupted. Here and there perhaps
the geologist may again find some portions of these
beds, but they do not continue to any extent until
much farther away upon the opposite side of the
mountain. What has become of the intermediate
fragments ? They existed formerly, for even
when breaking through them, the granite mass
rising out of the interior could only split them, but
none the less have the cracked strata remained
upon the slippery summit.



CHAPTER VI.
THE DESTRUCTION OF THE PEAKS.

AND yet these enormous masses, mountains piled
upon mountains, have passed away like clouds
swept along the sky by the wind ; the strata four
or five thousand yards thick, which the geological
section of rocks shows us had formerly existed,
have disappeared to enter into the circuit of a
new creation. It is true that the mountain still
appears formidable to us, and we contemplate
with admiration mingled with alarm the superb
peaks penetrating far away beyond the clouds,
into the icy atmosphere of space. So lofty are
these snow-clad pyramids that they conceal one
half of the sky from us; from below their pre-
cipices, which in vain our glance tries to grasp,
make us dizzy. Yet all this is but a ruin, mere
débris.

Formerly the strata of slates, limestone, sand-
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stone, which rested against the base of the moun-
tain, and here and there raised themselves up into
secondary summits, would meet again above the
top of the granite in uniform layers; they added
their enormous thickness to the already great
height of the topmost peak. The altitude of the
mountain was doubled, the apex then attained
that region in which the atmosphere is so rarefied
that even an eagle’s wings no longer possess the
power to support him. It is not now our glance,
it is our imagination that is filled with dread at
the thought of what this mountain then was, and
of what the snow, the frosts, the rains and the
storms have swept away from it in the course
of ages. What infinite history, what vicissitudes
without number, in the succession of plants,
animals and man since the mountains have thus
changed their form and lost the half of their
height !

This prodigious work of paring away could not °
be accomplished without, in many places leaving
unexceptionable traces behind. The débris which
with the snow have slipped from the top of the
peaks, driven down before it by the ice, having been
triturated, pared, carried away as boulders, gravel
and sand by the waters, have not always returned
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to the sea, whence, at an anterior period, they
came forth ; enormous accumulations are still to be
seen in the space that separates the bold declivities
of the mountains from the low lands bordering on
the ocean. Inthis intermediate zone, in which the
smaller hills run out in long undulations like the
waves of the sea, the soil is entirely composed of
rolled-down stones and heaped-up gravel. All
are the remains of the mountain, reduced by the
water into minute fragments, transported in small
quantities and poured out in vast alluvions at the
mouths of large valleys. The torrents, descended
from the heights, excavate at their leisure these
plateaux of débris, causing the talus to slip down
the indentations which they have dug out. On the
slopes of the deep ditch with its winding stream,
the divers rocks which provided the materials for
the great edifice, the mountain, are to be seen in the
most glaring confusion ; here are blocks of granite
and fragments of porphyry, there are schists with
sharp ridges half buried in the sand; in other
places are pieces of quartz, sandstone, boulders of
limestone, lumps of mineral ore, dull crystals.
Also are to be found fossils of different periods,
and in those openings in which the waters have
so long been eddying round, many skeletons of
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floating animals have been arrested. It is there
that by thousands were discovered bones of the
hippalion, urus, elk, rhinoceros, mastodon, mam-
moth and other great mammalia, which formerly
wandered about our fields and have now dis-
appeared, yielding to man the dominion of the
world. The same torrents which brought all
these remains, carry them away again piece by
piece, reducing them to powder; skeletons and
fossils, clay and sand, blocks of schist, of sand-
stone, and porphyry, all give way by degrees, all
wend their way to the sea; the inmense work of
denudation, which has been accomplished in the
great mountain, commences again on a small scale,
with the accumulations of rubbish ; hollowed out
into ravines by the water, they gradually fall away
in height, they break up into distinct hills. Never-
theless, even diminished as it is by the work of
centuries, all crumbling and ruined, the plateau
of detritus, extended at the base of the mountain,
would suffice to add some thousands of yards to
the principal peak, if it were to resume its first
position in the strata of rock. It is by licking
the mountains,” says an ancient prayer of the
Hindoos, “that the celestial cow, that is to say
the rain from heaven, formed the fields.”
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Under our very eyes the work of denudation of
the rocks goes on with surprising activity. We
see mountains, composed of very incoherent
materials, melt, dissolve so to say; gorges are
hollowed out in the sides of the mountain, breaches
opened in the centre of the crest; furrowed by
avalanches and floods, the great mass, so lately
compact and solitary, by degrees becomes divided
into two distinct peaks, apparently retreating from
one another as the excavation of the separating
gulf extends farther and farther down.

Especially in the spring, when the ground has
been saturated with the melting snow, landslips,
subsidence and erosion assume such proportions,
that the whole mountain seems to desire to sink
down and to take its way into the plain. One
damp, warm day, I had ventured into one of the
mountain gorges to look at the snow once more
before the waters of spring should have swept it
away. It still obstructed the bottom of the ravine,
but in many places it was unrecognisable, to such
an extent was it covered with black débris and
mixed up with mud. The slate-coloured rocks
commanding the gorge seemed to be changed into
a sort of pulp, and to have sunk down in great
lumps ; the black mire oozing in streamlets out of
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the walls of the defile was pouring with a dull
rumbling sound into the semi-liquid snow. On
every side I beheld nothing but cataracts of sullied
snow and débris ; instinctively I asked myself, in a
sort of alarm, if the rocks, melting like the snow,
would not unite at the head of the valley in one
viscous mass and make their escape right down
the country? The torrent, which I perceived
here and there through holes, to the bottom of
which the upper beds of snow had fallen, appeared
to be transformed into a river of ink, so heavily
were its waters laden with detritus; it was one
enormous mass of mud in motion. Instead of the
clear joyous sound I was accustomed to hear, the
torrent sent forth one continual roar, arising from
the precipitated rubbish gyrating on the bottom
of the bed. It is in spring, especially at the period
of the earth’s annual renovation, that we see this
prodigious work of destruction carried out.

In addition to this, an immense amount of
invisible labour goes on inside the stone. All the
changes caused by the weather are but external
modifications ; the internal transformations accom-
plished in the molecules of rock have at least
equally important results. While the mountain
displaces its stones on the exterior and incessantly
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changes its aspect, in the interior it assumes a
new structure and even the composition of the
strata becomes modified. Faken in its ensemble
the mountain is an immense natural laboratory in
which all the physical and chemical forces are at
work, making use of Time, that sovereign agent
which man has not at his disposal, in order to
accomplish their task.

In the first place, the enormous weight of the
mountain, equivalent to hundreds of thousands of
tons, presses so powerfully upon the lower rocks
as to impart to many of them a very different
appearance from that which they possessed on
emerging from the sea. Little by little beneath this
formidable pressure, the slates and other schistous
formations assume a foliated structure. While
thousands and thousands of centuries are passing
away, the compressed molecules grow into thinner
folioles, which eventually can be easily separated,
when after some geological revolution the rock
once more finds itself brought to the surface.
The action of the earth’s heat, up to a certain
distance at least, increases with the depth, and
also contributes to changing the structure of the
rocks. It is thus that the limestones have been
transformed into marble.
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But not only do the molecules of the rock
approach, or retire from one other, group them-
selves diversely according to the physical condi-
tions in which they find themselves during the
course of ages, but the composition of the stones
changes equally; it is one continual crossing
backward and forward, an incessant travelling to
and fro of the bodies which displace, become
mixed up with and follow one another. The
water which penetrates through all the fissures
into the thickness of the mountain and that which
rises up again in vapours from the profound
abysses, serves as the principal vehicle for those
elements, at one time attracting, then repelling
one another, which are drawn down into the great
vortex of geological life. One crystal is driven
out by another from the fissures of the moun-
tain ; iron, copper, silver, or gold, replace the
clay and hot lime, the dull rock becomes irisated
with the multitude of substances penetrating it.
By the displacement of carbon, sulphur, and phos-
phorus, the lime becomes marl, dolomite, plaster,
gypsum, crystalline; in consequence of these new
combinations the rock expands or contracts and
revolutions are slowly accomplished in the bosom
of the mountain. Soon the stone, compressed
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into too narrow a space upheaves, scatters the
superincumbent strata, causes enormous pieces to
fall away, and by slow efforts, whose results are
the same as those of a prodigious explosion, gives
a new arrangement to the rocks of the mountain.
At one time the stone contracts, splits, hollows
‘itself out into grottos and galleries, a great down-
fall takes place, thus modifying the exterior aspect
and form of the mountain. At every internal
modification in the composition of the rock, a
corresponding change takes place outside. In
itself the mountain recapitulates every geological
revolution. It has grown during thousands of
centuries, diminished during other thousands, and
in its strata all the phenomena of increase and
decrease, of formation and destruction which are
accomplished on a larger scale in the great earth,
succeed one another without end. The history
of the mountain is that of the planet itself ; it is
one unceasing destroying, one endless building up
again.

Every rock recapitulates a geological period.
In this mountain, so graceful in its outline, the
earth springs up so grandly that any one would
believe it to be the work of one day, such
unity does its whole form betray, so thoroughly
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do the details coincide with the general harmony.
And yet a myriad of centuries has been spent
in modelling this mountain. Here some ancient
granite tells of past ages in which the vegetable
fibre had not yet covered the terrestrial scoriee.
The gneiss itself, only formed at a time when
plants and animals were yet unborn, tells us that
when the ocean deposited it upon the shores,
mountains had already been demolished by the
waves. The slab of slate, preserving the bones or
merely a slight impression of some animal, relates
the history of innumerable generations which have
followed one another upon the surface of the
earth, in the never-ending battle of life ; the traces
of coal speak to us of immense forests, each one
of which in dying has made but one thin carbon-
iferous layer; the white chalk, an accumulation
of animalcule, which the microscope reveals to us,
enables us to take part in the work of multitudes
of organisms swarming at the bottom of the sea;
the remains of every species show us the water of
the rains, the snow, the glaciers, the torrents,
sweeping down the mountains in former times
just as they do at the present day, and from age
to age changing the scene of their activity.

At the thought of all these revolutions, these
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incessant transformations, this continued series of
phenomena produced in the mountain, of the part
it plays in the general life of the earth and in
the history of mankind, we comprehend the first
poets, who at the foot of the Pamir or Bolor related
those myths whence all others are derived. They
tell us that the mountain is a creator. It is the
mountain that pours into the plains the fertilising
waters and sends them the nourishing mud. The
mountain it is, that with the sun’s aid, brings to
life the plants, animals and man; it is the moun-
tain which decks the desert with flowers and sows
it with happy cities. According to an ancient
Hellenic legend, it was Eros who caused the
mountains to rise up and modelled the earth, that
god of everlasting youth, the first-born of Chaos,
that nature which renews itself unceasingly, the
god of eternal love.
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CHAPTER VIIL.
LANDSLIPS.

Nort only is the mountain being incessantly trans-
formed into plains, by the erosions which the
rains, the frosts, the slippery snow, the avalanches
cause it to undergo, but even many fragments
break away with a violent and sudden fall.
Similar catastrophes are frequent in those
portions of the mountain in which the erect or
overhanging strata are widely separated from
one another by materials of a different nature,
which the water can wash away, or dissolve.
When these intermediate substances disappear,
the strata deprived of support must sooner or
later subside into the valley. These fallen débris
form a knoll, a hill, or even a secondary mountain,
by the side of the greater escarpments.

One stately peak which I loved to climb, on
account of its isolation, and the proud beauty of
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its crests, had always appeared to me, like the
great summit itself, to be an independent rock
clinging by its deep layers to the subjacent earth;
yet it was but a huge piece detached from a neigh-
bouring mountain. I recognised this one day from
the position of the strata, and from the appearance
of the marks still visible on the broken parts of
the two corresponding walls. The mass which
had fallen down, and now bore hamlets and fields,
woods and pastures, had only needed, after the
rupture, to pivot its base and turn over upon
itself. One of its faces had been buried in the
soil, while on the other side it had been partially
uprooted. In its fall it had closed up the out-
let of an entire valley, and the torrent formerly
flowing peacefully in the bottom had been obliged
to transform itself into a lake, in order to fill
up the cirque in which it was imprisoned, and
whence it descends once more, at this very time,
by a succession of rapids and cascades. No doubt
these changes took place before the country was
inhabited, for the tradition of the event has not
been preserved. It is geology that teaches the
peasant the history of his own mountain.

As to the landslips of minor importance, the
fall of rocks, which without sensibly changing

F
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the aspect of the country, none the less lay waste
the pastures and demolish the villages, with their
inhabitants, the mountaineers do not need us
to describe them ; unhappily they have too often
witnessed these terrible occurrences. Ordinarily
they receive a warning some short time before.
That part which has been pushed out of the
. interior of the mountain in labour, causes the
stone incessantly to vibrate from the top to the
very foundations of the walls. Little half-loosened
fragments first become detached and bound down
the whole length of the slopes. Heavier masses,
carried away in their turn, follow the lesser stones
by taking, like them, great leaps into space. Then
come whole lumps of rock, everything that must
give way breaks the bonds which attached it to
the interior skeleton of the mountain, and with
one blow, the fearful hailstorm of boulders crashes
down upon the troubled plain. The hubub is
indescribable, it is like a battle amongst a hundred
tempests. Even in broad daylight, the débris
of the rocks mingled with the dust, the vege-
table mould, the fragments of plants, totally
obscured the sky; sometimes evil-boding flashes
of lightning proceeding from the rocks, hurled
against one another, burst through this gloom.
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After the storm, when the mountain has ceased
to dash its severed rocks into the plain, when the
atmosphere has cleared again, the inhabitants of
the country which is spared come to contem-
plate the disaster. Cottages and gardens, enclo-
sures and pastures have disappeared beneath the
hideous chaos of stones; there too are friends,
relatives sleeping their last sleep. The moun-
taineers have told me that in their valley, one
village twice destroyed by avalanches of stones
has been rebuilt a third time upon the same site.
The inhabitants would gladly have fled and chosen
some larger valley for their dwelling, but no
neighbouring parish would receive or give up
any ground to them. They were obliged to
remain beneath the menacing, overhanging rocks.
Every evening a few tolls of the bell remind
them of the terrors of the past, and warn them
of the fate that may perhaps overtake them during
the night.

Numbers of fallen rocks, which are to be seen
in the middle of the fields, have a terrible legend
attached to them, but some few others are also
shown to us which have missed their prey. One
of those enormous overhanging blocks, and whose
base was rooted in the ground on every side, rises
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up by the side of the road. While admiring its
superb proportions, its mighty mass, the fineness
of its grain, I could not restrain a kind of dread.
A small footpath, diverging from the road, led
straight to the foot of a formidable stone. Close
to it, some remains of earthenware and coal were
heaped up at its base, a garden paling stopped
abruptly at the rock, and borders of vegetables,
half overgrown by weeds, surrounded one whole
side of the enormous mass.

Who had selected this strange spot for his
garden and so soon abandened it? I understood
by degrees. The footpath, the accumulation of
coal, the garden, had but lately belonged to a
little house, now crushed beneath the rock.
During the night of the downfall, a man, as I
learned later, was sleeping alone in that house.
Starting up out of his sleep he heard the noise
of the stone falling from crag to crag down the
mountain’s side, and, seized with terror, he threw
himself out of the window to seek shelter behind
the steep bank of the torrent. Hardly had he
rushed out of his dwelling before the enormous
projectile fell upon the cottage, burying it some
yards deep in the ground beneath. After his
fortunate escape the brave man rebuilt his cabin ;
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he set it up confidently at the foot of another rock
which had fallen from the formidable wall.

In many mountain valleys the defiles where
torrents or foot-tracks with difficulty force their
way are formed by the downfall of stones called
clapiers, lapiaz, or chaos. There is nothing more
curious than the confusion of these masses mixed
up in an endless labyrinth. Up above on the
side of the mountain, the colour and shape of the
rocks still enable us to distinguish the spot where
the downfall began ; but with amazement we ask
ourselves how a place of such apparently small
dimensions could discharge a similar deluge of
stones into the valley. In the midst of these
strange formidable blocks the traveller might
believe himself to be in a world, in which nothing
reminded him of the known planet, of the smooth
or gently undulated surface. Rocks resembling
fantastic monuments, rise up here and there ; they
resemble towers, obelisks, crenellated archways,
shafts of columns, tombs turned upside-down or
standing erect. One single boulder forming a
bridge, conceals the torrent; we see the waters
rush in and disappear beneath the enormous
arcade, and we even cease to hear its voice.
Amidst these monstrous edifices, gigantic forms



70 THE HISTORY OF A MOUNTAIN.

appear, like those of the fossilised animals whose
disconnected bones are sometimes found in the
earth’s strata. Mammoths, mastodons, giant
turtles, winged crocodiles, all these chimerical
beings swarm in the terrible chaos. Thousands
of these stones are piled up in the defile, and
yet one single specimen is of sufficient dimensions
to serve as a quarry and to supply building
materials for whole villages.

These clapiers, which 1 behold with such
astonishment and amidst which I only venture
hesitatingly, are certainly trifles compared with
some mountain landslips, whose débris cover a
great extent of country. There are mountainous
masses whose peaks are composed of compact
heavy rocks resting upon friable beds, easily
washed away by water. In these masses, the
downfall of stones is a normal phenomenon as
would be avalanches and rain. The people are
always looking up at the summits to see if the
slip is being prepared. In a region not very
remote and called the Country of Ruins, are two
mountains which, according to the tales of the
inhabitants, had formerly been engaged in con-
flict together. The two stone giants becoming
animate are said to have armed themselves with
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their own rocks to ruin and demolish one another.
They did not succeed, for they are both still left
standing ; but one can imagine the prodigious
heaps of rocks which since that battle have
strewn the plains for a great distance.

Sometimes, despite his weakness, man has
essayed to imitate the mountains, doing so in
order to crush other men like himself. It was
especially in the defiles, in places where the gorge
is narrow and commanded by steep escarpments,
that the mountaineers assembled to roll blocks
of stone upon their enemies’ heads. Thus the
Basques, hidden behind brushwood upon the
slopes of the mountain of Altabiscar, awaited
the French army belonging to the Paladin
Roland, who was to penetrate into the narrow
pass of Roncevalles. When the columns of
foreign soldiers, like a long serpent gliding into a
crevice in a wall, had filled the defile, a cry was
heard and a hailstorm of rocks was poured down
upon the crowd moving below. The stream in
the valley was swollen with the blood flowing
from the crushed bodies, like wine from a press;
it swept away the human corpses and bruised
limbs as it swept away stones in times of tempest.
All the Frankish warriors perished, mixed up
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together in a bleeding mass. The spot where
the Paladin Roland died with his companions, is
still shown at the foot of Altabiscar; but the
stones beneath which his army was crushed have
long since disappeared under a carpet of heather
and furze.

The results of our small human labours are
trifles compared with the natural downfall caused
by the action of the weather, or in consequence of
internal upheavals of the mountains. Even after
long centuries, the great avalanches of stones pre-
sent such a scene of confusion as to leave an im-
pression of horror and fright on our minds. But
when nature has ended by repairing the disaster,
the most beautiful spots in the mountains are
precisely those where the escarpments have
shaken themselves so violently as to scatter the
rocks to their very base. During the course of
ages the waters have done their work; they
have brought clay, tenuous sand to rebuild their
beds and to form a layer of vegetable mould on
their shores. The torrents have by degrees
cleared their course by arranging or displacing
the stones which were in their way ; this monster
species of pavement, formed by the smallest
rocks, covered itself anew with turf and became
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changed into a pasture full of mounds and
bristling with crags; the great rocks have
clothed themselves with moss, while here and
there they are grouped in picturesque miniature
mountains; clumps of trees grow beside each
rocky projection, and spread the most charming
groups over a country which was already so
lovely. Like man’s countenance, the face of
nature changes its physiognomy; a frown is
succeeded by a smile.
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CHAPTER VIIL
CLOUDS.

Uron the vast globe, the mountain, lofty as it
appears, is but a simple rugosity, smaller in pro-
portion than would be a wart upon an elephant’s
body; it is a speck, a grain of sand. And yet
that projection, so diminutive when compared with
the great earth, bathes its sides and crests in aérial
regions very different from those of the plains
which serve as the people’s dwelling-place.  The
pedestrian who in the space of a few hours
ascends from the foot of the rocks to their
summit, in reality makes a much greater voyage,
one much more fertile in contrasts than if he
spent years in going round the world, across seas
and the lower regions of continents.

It is the air which weighs in heavy masses
upon the ocean and countries lying at a trifling
elevation above the level of the sea, and in the
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heights becomes rarefied, growing lighter and
lighter.  Upon the earth hundreds, and even
thousands, of mountains raise their crests in
an atmosphere whose molecules are twice as
scattered as those in the air of the lower regions.
Phenomena of light, heat, climate, vegetation, all
are changed up yonder; the air, much rarer,
easily allows the rays of heat to pass, whether
descending from the sun or rising from the earth.
When the orb shines in a clear sky, the tempera-
ture rapidly rises upon the higher slopes ; but the
moment that it hides itself the elevated portions
of the mountain immediately become colder;
radiation soon causes them to lose the heat they
had received. Cold, too, almost always reigns
in the altitudes; in our mountains it averages
one degree colder in every vertical space of two
hundred yards.

As for us, poor townspeople, who are con-
demned to a tainted atmosphere, who receive into
our organs an air laden with poisons which has
already been breathed by multitudes of other
lungs, what astonishes us- and gladdens us most
when we wander about these high peaks, is the
marvellous purity of the air. We breathe with
delight, we drink in the breeze blowing around us,
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we allow ourselves to become intoxicated with it.
For us it is the ambrosia talked of by ancient
mythologies. Far, far away at our feet in the
plain, lies extended a foggy, dingy spot whereon
our eyes can discern nothing. It is the great
city. And we think with disgust of the years
during which we have been obliged to live
beneath that sheet of smoke, dust, and impure
breath. }

What a contrast between that view of the plains
and the aspect of the mountain, when the summit
is free from mist and we can contemplate it from
afar, beyond the heavy atmosphere weighing
upon the lower regions. The sight is beautiful,
especially when the rain has caused the floating
particles of dust to fall to the ground and the air
has, so to say, grown young again. The outline
of the rocks and snow, stands out clearly from the
blue of the sky; despite the enormous distance,
the mountain, blue itself as the aérial depths, is
portrayed sharply against the sky with all its
reliefs of ridges and peaks; we can distinguish
the dales, ravines, precipices; sometimes even in
a black speck moving slowly over the snow we
can, with the aid of a telescope, recognise a friend
climbing up the peak. Of an evening after the
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sun has gone to rest, the pyramid displays itself
at once in all the purity and splendour of its
beauty. The rest of the world lies in shadow,
grey twilight veils the horizon of the plains;
the entrance to the valleys has already become
blackened by night. But yonder, up above, allis
light and joyousness. The snow, which-still faces
the sun, reflects its rosy rays; it glistens, and
their brightness appears all the more vivid that
the shadow, which is slowly rising, successively
takes possession of the slopes and covers them
as if with some black material. Finally, the peak
alone is high enough to perceive the sun beyond
the bend of the earth; it is illuminated as if it
were a spark ; it might be taken for one of those
huge diamonds which, according to the Hindoo
legends, flashed at the summit of the divine
mountains. But suddenly the flame has disap-
peared, it has vanished into space. Yet we do
not cease to look; the sun’s reflection is succeeded
by the empurpled mists on the horizon. The
mountain becomes illuminated once more, but
with a softer brilliancy. The hard rock no longer
appears to exist beneath its apparel of rays; only
a mirage remains, an aérial light; we might
imagine the splendid mountain to have been
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detached from the earth and to be floating in the
pure skies.

Thus the rarity of the air in the upper regions
contributes to the beauty of the peaks, by pre-
venting the impurities of the lower atmosphere
reaching the summits; but it also compels the
invisible vapours rising from the sea and plains to
become condensed and to attach themselves to
the clouds, to the sides of the mountain. Ordi-
narily, the vaporised water, suspended in the lower
zones of the air, is not found in sufficiently large
quantities immediately to change into cloudlets
and fall down again as rain; the atmosphere in
which it floats preserves it in a state of invisible

gas. But the layer of air ascending to the sky,
~ carrying away its vapours, will gradually become
colder, and its water, condensed into distinct mo-
lecules, will soon reveal itself ; it is first an almost
imperceptible cloudlet, a white flake in the blue
sky ; but other flakes are added to this one; now
it is a veil through whose rents our glances can
pierce into the depths of space; at last, it be-
comes a dense mass stretching itself out as
curtains or piling itself up into pyramids. These
are the clouds which rise upon the horizon in the
form of real mountains. Their crests and domes,
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their snow, their resplendent ice, their shadowy
ravines, their precipices, the whole picture is dis-
played with perfect precision. Only the vapour
mountains are floating and fugitive ; one current
of air has formed, another current can rend and
dissolve them. Their duration is hardly one
of hours, while that of mountains of stones lasts
for millions of years; but is the difference in
reality so great? Relatively to the world’s ex-
istence clouds and mountains are equally the
phenomena of a day. Minutes and centuries
become confounded, when they are engulfed in
the abyss of time.

Clouds are particularly fond of gathering round
the rocks which rise up in the open sky. They
are attracted to the stone by an electricity
the very opposite of their own; the = storms
pursued into space by the wind, dash up against
the sides of mountains, great barriers placed
athwart their course. Others again, invisible in
the tepid air, do not reveal themselves until they
come in contact with the cold stones or snow; it
is the mountain that condenses the vapours and
drives them out of the air, so to say. How
many times while contemplating the peak, or
some prominent cliff, have I seen the down of
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growing clouds accumulate around the frozen
point. Smoke arises similar to that which
ascends from a crater; soon every peak is
enveloped in it, and the mountain ends by being
encircled with a turban of clouds which it has
woven for itself in the transparent atmosphere.
Invisible hands, it seems, work at the formation
of storms, and the downfall of rain. When the
denizens of plains see the mountain disappear in
a mass of clouds, they understand from the
manner in which the giant decks his head, what
sort of festival he is preparing for them. When
two blasts of air chance to meet at this point,
the one scorching, the other cold, the cloud thus
formed suddenly raises itself up and whirls round
in the sky: the mountain is a volcano, and the
vapour escapes from it incessantly as if in fury
to go and coil itself up again far away in the sky
in an immense curve. A

Detached clouds scatter themselves freely in
the sky; they meet again, comb or ravel them-
selves out in the wind, extend or fly away and
ascend until they reach the upper atmosphere far
away above the highest peaks of the world ; the
diversity of their forms is much greater than
that of those clouds which encircle the summits of
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the mountain. Nevertheless these, too, present an
equally singular mobility of appearance. At one
time they are isolated clouds, displaced by great
patches of cold air; then they may be seen
winding like a serpent, as they creep through
the ravines or pursue their course along the ridges,
hanging like fringes on the sharp rocks. At
another time they are great shadows concealing the
whole of a mountain slope at once ; through their
dense mass, which increases or diminishes, moves
away or is torn up, we can from time to time
distinguish the well-known peak, all the more
superb in appearance, in proportion as it seems to
live and move amongst the revolving vapours.
At other times the aérial layers, superposed and
of different temperature, are as perfectly horizontal
and distinct as geological strata ; the clouds which
we see spring up there are of an analogous form ;
they are disposed in regular and parallel belts,
here hiding forests, there pastures, snow and
rocks, or semi-veiling them as if with a transparent
scarf. Sometimes again the peaks, the higher
slopes, the whole of the lofty mountain is lost in
the heavy mass of clouds, as if it were a grey
or black sky that is lowered to the earth; the
mountain retreats or approaches us according to
e}
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the play of the vapours as they diminish or become
intensified. Suddenly all disappears from base to
summit ; the mountain is entirely lost in the fog ;
then the storm comes down from the peaks, it
lashes the sea of heavy vapours, and we see the
jgiant appear once more, ‘ gloomy, sorrowful amid
the eternal flight of the clouds.”



‘‘ WE SEE THE GIANT APPEAR ONCE MORE.”
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CHAPTER IX.
FOGS AND STORMS.

WE find ourselves in a new world, both fantastic
and formidable, when we wander about the
mountain in the midst of a mist. Even when
following a well-worn foot-track, upon easy slopes,
we feel a certain dread on beholding the surround-
ing forms, whose uncertain outlines seem to
oscillate in the fog, which one moment grows
dense and the next becomes a little lighter.

It is necessary to know nature very well, not to
feel at all uneasy when we find ourselves taken
captive by a fog; the least object assumes
immense infinite proportions. Something vague
and black appears to be advancing upon us as if
to seize us. Is it a branch or even a tree? It is
but a tuft of grass. A circle of ropes bars your
way ; it is a simple spider’s web! One day when
the fog was not quite so dense and the sun’s rays,

G 2
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transmitted through the mists, shed an indistinct
light, I stopped, filled with amazement and admi-
ration on beholding a gigantic tree twisting its
arms about like an athlete at the summit of a
peak. Never had I had the good fortune to see
a stronger tree or one better situated for doing
heroic battle with the tempest. I contemplated
it for a long time; but by degrees I saw it ap-
parently approaching me, and at the same time
becoming smaller. When the triumphant sun
had dispersed the mist, the superb trunk proved
to be nothing but a poor little tree, growing
in the fissure of a neighbouring rock.

The traveller who is lost, has gone astrayin the
fog, amidst precipices and torrents, finds himself
in a truly terrible position—danger or death meets
him on every side. He must walk, and walk
quickly, in order as fast as possible to reach the
level ground of the valley, or the gentle slopes of
the pastures, and find some safety-bringing foot-
path, but in the uncertain light nothing serves as
a guide and everything appears to be an obstacle.
On one side the ground recedes; he imagines
himself to be on the edge of a precipice. On the
other a rock rises up, its walls appear to be
inaccessible. In order to avoid the abyss he tries
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to scale the abrupt sides of the rock ; he places
his foot upon some uneven portion of the stone
and jumps from point to point ; soon he seems to
be suspended in mid-air between heaven and
earth. At last he reaches the ridge, but behind
the first crag, see, another rises up with unde-
cided and shifting outlines. The trees, the
shrubs, growing upon the escarpments, dart their
branches out into the mist in a menacing fashion ;
sometimes even, nothing can be seen but a black
mass winding its serpent-like way in the grey
shadow ; it is a branch whose trunk remains in-
visible. The wanderer’s face is dripping with
fine rain; the tufts of grass, the heather, are so
many reservoirs of frozen water, in which he gets
quite as wet as if he were crossing through a
lake. His limbs become stiff, his steps uncertain ;
he runs the risk of slipping upon the grass or
damp rock and of rolling down the precipice.
Terrible noises ascend from below and seem to
foretell a fatal end; he hears the fall of stones
rolling down, of rain-laden branches creaking
on their stems, the dull thunder of the cascade
and the solemn breaking of the waves upon the
shores of the lake. With horror he sees the
fog become charged with the darkness of twilight,
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and he thinks of the terrible alternative of death
by the uprooting of rocks or by being frozen in
the cold.

In many climates, the impression of astonish-
ment, even of horror, which the mountains leave
upon our minds is owing to the fact of their being
perpetually surrounded with mist. Such a moun-
tain in Scotland or Norway appears formidable,
whereas in reality it is much less high than many
other peaks in the world. We have often seen
them veiled in vapours, then partially revealed
and hidden once more, travelling, so to say, into
the centre of the sky, appearing to retreat that
they may suddenly approach us again; growing
lower when the sun clearly lights up their out-
lines, then again increasing when they become
fringed with mists. All these changing aspects,
these slow or rapid transformations of the moun-
tain, make it vaguely resemble a prodigious giant
waving his head above the clouds. Very different
from the immovable summits with their regular
outlines which are bathed in the pure light of
Egypt's sky, are those mountains sung by the
poet Ossian ; they look at you, they sometimes
smile, sometimes frown, but they live in your
life, they feel with you, at least so we believe,
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and the poet who sings them invests them with a
human soul.

Beautiful on account of the vapours encircling
it, when seen from below through a pure atmo-
sphere the mountain is not the less so for him who
contemplates it from above, especially of a morn-
ing when the peak itself is plunged into the sky,
and its base is surrounded by a sea of clouds. It
is indeed a veritable ocean which extends on
every side as far as we can see. The white
billows of mist roll away upon the surface of these
waters, not with the regularity of liquid waves, but
in a majestic disorder in which our gaze loses itself.
Here we see them puffed out, swollen into towers
of smoke, then disperse in snowlike flakes dis-
appearing into space. Yonder, on the contrary,
they are hollowed out into valleys filled with
shadows. In other parts it is one continued
evolution, a movement of waves pursuing and
carrying one another away in curiously contorted
rings. Sometimes the sheet of vapours is tole-
rably smooth; the level of the waves of mist
remains at an almost uniform elevation all round
the circumference of the rocks which jut out in
points; in many places the summits of isolated
little hills rise up above the fog like islands or
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reefs. At other times the dusky ocean divides
itself into distinct seas, here and there allowing
the bottoms of the valleys to be seen, like a lower
world possessing none of the soft serenity of the
peaks. The sun obliquely lights up all the
volutes of mist soaring above the great sea, the
roseate, purple, golden tints, mingled with the
pure white impart infinite variety to the aspect
of the floating expanse. The shadow of the
mountains is projected far away upon the vapours
and changes incessantly with the course of the
sun. In astonishment the spectator beholds
his own shadow reproduced upon the sheet of
vapour, and sometimes with a giant’s proportions.
He might believe that he saw a spectral monster,
which he causes to move at his will, as he bends,
walks, stirs his arms.

Certain mountains rising from the bosom of
the Blue Sea of the trade winds are almost
always encircled half way up by a robe of mist,
which almost invariably conceals the picture of
the great azure plain from the traveller who has
reached the peak, but around the summit, on
whose pastures I am wandering, the sheets of
vapour rise and descend, change and melt away,
as if by chance; they are phenomena which
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possess no permanent peculiarities. After hours
or days of obscurity, the sun ends in piercing the
mass of fog, rends it asunder, scatters it in frag-
ments, vaporises them in the air, and soon the
earth beneath, which found itself deprived of the
soft radiance, becomes illuminated afresh by the
quickening light. But it also happens that the
fogs become denser, gather in thick and whirling
clouds. These attract, then repel one another;
electricity, accumulates in the increasing vapours;
a storm bursts, and the lower world is lost beneath
the tumult of the tempest.

Once let loose, the storm does not always tise
to the top of the heights which command it; it
frequently remains in the lower zones of the
atmosphere wherein it arises, and the spectator,
seated tranquilly upon the dry turf of the upper,
illuminated pastures, can see the hostile clouds
come into collision, and drown everything in fury.
It is both a magnificent and terrible scene. Lurid
light escapes from these seething masses, copper-
coloured reflections, violet tints impart to the
heaped-up vapours the appearance of an immense
furnace of fusing metal; the earth might have
opened, allowing an ocean of lava to stream out
of its bosom. The lightning flashing from cloud
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to cloud, in the depths of chaos, vibrates like
serpents of fire. The rending of the air, rever-
berated by the mountain’s echoes, is prolonged
in endless rumblings; every rock seems simul-
taneously to send forth its thunder. At the
same time we hear a dull sound, ascending
from the lower country, through the whirling
clouds. It is the downpour of rain or hail; it is
the noise of trees crashing, of rocks splitting, of
avalanches of stones rolling down, of torrents
swelling and roaring, as they destroy their banks ;
~ but all these various noises become confused as -
they ascend towards the serene calm mountain.
There they are but a plaint, a sigh, rising from
the plain wherein man dwells.

One day when sitting upon a tranquil peak, in
the quiet of the skies, I saw a storm contort
itself in fury at the foot of the mountain ; I could
not resist that summons which seemed to reach
me from the world of humankind. I descended
to bury myself in the black mass of revolving
vapours; I plunged, so to say, into the midst of
the thunder, beneath a sheet of lightning in the
turbulence of the rain and hail. Descending by
a footpath, transformed into a rivulet, I leaped
from stone to stone. Excited by the fury of the
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elements, by the bursting of the thunder-claps, by
the rushing of the waters, the roar of shaken
trees, I ran along in frenzied delight. When I
reached the calm in which I found a fire, bread,
dry clothes, all the sweets of the mountaineer’s
kindly hospitality, I almost regretted the stirring
ecstasy which I had so lately enjoyed outside.
I felt that up above, in the wind and rain, I had
taken part in the tempest, and that for a few
hours my conscious individuality had been mixed
up with the blind elements.
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CHAPTER X.
SNOW.

“ WHITE, dazzling, snowy,” such is almost always
the original meaning of all the names given to the
high mountains by the people who have succeeded
one another at their base. ~When raising their
eyes to the summits they perceive above the
clouds, the sparkling whiteness of snow and ice;
and their admiration is all the greater, that the
lower countries with the uniform brown tint of
their soil, present so striking a contrast to the
white peaks. It is especially in summer, when the
scorching dust rises from the roads, and the tired
travellers stop beneath the shade, that they love
to carry their gaze up to the frozen masses,
resplendent as slabs of silver in the solar rays.
At night a soft reflection, like that of a distant
world, reveals the snow lying high upon the
mountain.
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The middle slopes, the lower points, are
frequently covered with beds of snow. Even
towards the end of summer, when the torrents
have carried away into the plains the melted
water of the avalanches, when the trees have
shaken off the burden of whiteness which had
bowed down their branches and even the lowly
mosses, while warming the surrounding parts, have
freed themselves from the flakes enveloping them,
a sudden chilling of the atmosphere transforms
the mountain’s vapours into crystals. On the
preceding evening all the lower chains of the
mountains and the alpine pastures had been
perfectly free from hoar-frost; the brown or
yellow colour of the bare rocks, the green of the
forests and grass, the purple of the heather were
all distinctly visible.

In the morning, on awaking, the white robe
of snow had covered everything, down to the
farthest points. Yet this garment of snow, this
white mantle of which the poets talk, is pierced,
rent in a thousand places. The peaks of the
mountain emerge from this wrap, and the sombre
shadows of the rocks, contrasting with the white-
ness, throw into relief the design of the escarp-
ments with all the greater distinctness. The
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flakes have accumulated in thick drifts in the
deep ravines; on the sudden slopes they have
lightly broidered the fissures, like a delicate lace
veil ; on the abrupt declivities, they only show
themselves here and there in brilliant spots.
Every dip in the mountain is marked out from
afar in its true form by the brilliant mould of
snow which fills it; every jutting rock reveals its
protuberance ‘and anfractuosities by the snowy
couches of various depths, alternating with the
nakedness of the rock. Where the latter is
formed of regular strata, the snow draws the lines
of division in the neatest possible manner. It rests
upon the cornices and detaches itself from the
sides of the landslips. Across every accident of
the ground, whether protruding or receding, we
see the lines of strata continued with surprising
regularity over an extent of several miles; they
look like terraces superposed by the hand of
some giant architect.

All the same this transient summer snow, .
enveloping the mountain like a veil, and which,
far from concealing its form, on the contrary
reveals it in its smallest details, is so to say the
coquetry of nature. It soon disappears from the
lower hills and nearest mountains; each day the
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sun’s rays forces the limits to rise a little higher
towards the summits ; in fine weather even our
glances can from hour to hour follow the progress
of the dissolution. Each ravine, half-way up,
intersecting the sides of the mountains, presents
one slope upon which the mid-day sun freely
shines, already divested of the snow, and another
of dazzling whiteness which is turned towards the
horizon of the north. Then in time that declivity
also frees its turf and pastures; nothing more
remains of the summer fall of snow, but a small
number of pools gradually contracting, and of
traces of the miniature avalanches which filled
the crevices of the gorges. These puddles mix
in amongst the earth and boulders, and the
streamlet passing by carries away drop by drop
the muddy débris.

This snow, lasting a few days, is charming to
behold. We love to follow with our glance the
changing ornamentation ; indeed it hardly shows
itself save to disappear immediately. In order to
contemplate snow under its true aspect, and to
understand it in its work as one of nature’s agents,
we should see it in winter during the severe cold
season. Then all is covered with enormous layers
of water crystallized into spikes and flakes; the
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mountain, its lower ridge, and the hills at its base
no longer display themselves in their true form.

The dense mass concealing them obliterates
their design, and imparts new outlines to them.
In the place of points jutting out, indentations,
jagged lines cut in their outlines, the mountain’s
slopes now sweep down in charming undulations,
in boldly designed but yet sinuous form. Just as
water, in accordance with the laws of gravity, finds
its level, enabling it to spread out on a horizontal
surface, so does the snow, obeying its own laws,
deposit itself in layers on the rounded knolls.
The wind driving it up as it circles round, first
obliges it to fill up the hollows, then soften all the
angles and spread its cover over every crag; to
the stern, rugged, wild mountain, a second has
succeeded with clear softened outlines and majestic
brow. But in spite of the suave softness of its
lines, the giant is none the less formidable in ap-
pearance. Escarpments, perpendicular rocks upon
which the snow cannot lie, rise up above immense
slopes of dazzling whiteness, and by contrast their
walls appear quite black. We feel overcome
with alarm at the sight of these prodigious walls
standing out above the snow like cliffs of coal on
the shores of a polar sea.
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By this transformation the plains, even more
than the protuberances of the mountains, have
altered their aspect. The snow falling on every
side has filled up the cavities, levelled the hollows,
caused all slighter accidents of the ground to dis-
appear. Torrents, cascades, have been covered
up ; everything is frozen, everything rests beneath
the vast winding sheet. Even the lakes are
buried ; the ice on their surface bears enormous
beds of snow, and frequently it becomes impossible
to know where the basins are situated; a fissure
may permit us to see the surface of the lake lying
tranquil, black, void of any reflections, at the
bottom of a gulf; it looks like a well, a fathom-
less abyss.

Below the great summits and upper amphi-
theatres, where the snow is piled up in mounds,
high as houses, the pine forests stand out here
and there, but only one half of them is visible.
Upon each of their extended branches the
trees bear as heavy a load as they can support
without breaking; the confusion of boughs to-
gether form arches upon which the accumulation
of snowy crystals is grouped in unequal cupolas ;
some rebellious trunks alone-escape from the icy
prison, and shoot their dark green, almost black

H
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arrows into the free air, each one bearing at its
extremity a heavy lump of snow. When the
wind whistles through these stems, fragments of
the frozen snow fall down with a metallic sound ;
a general movement of vibration stirs the hidden
forest and the glistening roof covering it; some
times a rupture takes place, an avalanche rolls
down inside, a gaping chasm is left, until a fresh
storm has masked it beneath a bridge of snow.
What would be the fate of the traveller who had
lost his way in the wjnter in such a forest ? One
through which he could walk where he liked in
the summer, along the short grass, beneath the
shade of the mighty trees. At each step he is
liable to tumble into an abyss, to be suffocated
beneath the fallen snow.

The village houses in the valley below seem to
be more difficult to discern than the forests and
clumps of trees. The roofs, entirely covered
with a bed of snow, beneath them the bending
woodwork, become mixed up with the surround-
ing fields of whiteness; only a delicate bluish
smoke reminds us that beneath this white shroud
men live and work. Some walls, a distant
steeple, break the monotony of the valley ; besides,
in that part the snow has been more storm-
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driven than where it is far from human habitations;
the wind, whirling round the dwellings, has raised
it up into hillocks and barricades on the one side ;
the other it has swept almost perfectly clean.
A certain disorder in nature indicates the proxi-
mity of man; but there, as elsewhere, endless
peace prevails, rarely does a sound come to dis-
turb the silence of death reigning over mountain
and valley.

Yet sometimes it is necessary that man and
the other inhabitants of the mountains should
leave their dens, and disturb nature’s great repose.
Only the marmot, hidden in its hole under the
deep snow, can sleep away the long months of
winter, and, apparently in a dead state, await
spring’s coming to restore freedom to the brooks,
the grass and flowers. The chamois, less fortunate,
driven from the lofty heights by the snow, is
obliged to wander in the neighbourhood of forests,
seeking refuge among the crowded trees, con-
suming their bark and leaves. Man, on his part,
must leave his home to exchange some articles
of produce, buy provisions, fulfil family or friendly
engagements. Then it is necessary to sweep
away mounds of snow accumulated before his
door, and laboriously make himself a pathway.

H 2
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Once, from a chélet built upon a high promontory,
I saw some of these almost imperceptible beings,
these black human ants, walking slowly along a
sort of track between two walls of snow. Never
had man appeared so insignificant. In the midst
of the vast extent of whiteness, these pedestrians
appeared absurdly chimerical; I asked myself
how a race composed of such pigmies had been
able to accomplish all the great historical deeds,
and, step by step, to carry out that which to-day
~ we term civilization, the promise of a future state
of well-being and liberty.

Yet even in the midst of these formidable winter
snows, man has been able to cause his intelligence
and audacity to triumph by means of those com-
mercial roads which permit him freely to dispatch
his merchandiseand to travel in almost all weathers.
The chamois has ceased to roam about the sum-
mits, and numbers of birds, flying above the peaks
in summer, have prudently descended into the
milder regions of the plains. But man continues
to traverse those roads, ascending from gorgé to
gorge, from chain to chain, until they reach a gap
in the crest and again descend the other slope.
Duringthe fine season, when the glad torrents bound
in cascades by the roadside, even the carriages
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drawn by horses with their tinkling bells, can
without difficulty scale the incline, made at such
expense up the escarpments. When the road
~is covered with snow it is necessary to change
the means of conveyance ; carts and carriages are
replaced by sleighs that glide lightly over the
heaped-up flakes. The ascent of the mountains
is no less rapid than in the hottest days of summer ;
as to the descent it is accomplished at a dizzy
pace. .
It is in travelling thus in a sleigh over the
necks of the mountains that we can become
thoroughly acquainted with deep snow. The
light wooden conveyance glides noiselessly along ;
we no longer feel the jolting of the iron upon
the resisting ground, and we might imagine our-
selves to be travelling into space, as if borne
away by some spirit. At one moment we round
the bend of a ravine, the next the point of some
crag, we pass from the bottom of a chasm to the
edge of a precipice, and in all these various forms
‘which pass successively before our gaze, the
mountain preserves its uniform whiteness. If
the sun lights up the snowy surface we see it
glistening with countless diamonds; should the
sky be grey and low, the elements seem to merge
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into one another; fragments of clouds, of snowy
hillocks, can no longer be distinguished from
each other; we might imagine ourselves to be
floating in infinite space; we cease to belong to
the earth.

And how much more we enter into the land
of dreams, when after having attained the cul-
minating point of the pass, we once again descend
the opposite slope, carried round turning after
turning with alarming rapidity " At the caravan’s
departure, when the last sleigh starts the first
has already disappeared behind a projection in
the gulf. We see it, then it disappears again;
we perceive it once more, to be lost anew.
We plunge into a dizzy abyss wherein heaps of
snow as big as small hills are rolling down.
An avalanche. ourselves, we slide down other
avalanches, and we see amphitheatres, ravines,
crags, defiling at our side as if they were drawn
along by a tempest; even the summits them-
selves, soaring to the horizon, seem to be swept
along in a fantastic whirlwind, in a species of
infernal gallop. And when at the end of the
unbridled race we arrive at the foot of the
mountain in the plains, already cleared from the
snow or slightly powdered over with it, when we
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breathe another atmosphere and behold a new
nature in another climate, we ask ourselves if we
have not really been the plaything of some
hallucination, if we have indeed crossed that deep
snow, above the region of clouds and tempests ?
But on those days during which a storm lasts,
the transit is perilous enough for a traveller to
remember it, to retain a very distinct recollection
of all his adventures. The hurricane incessantly
drives up whirlwinds of snow which hide the road
and modify its form, reducing the slopes and
filling up the road, rough enough already. The
horses, so sure-footed on solid ground, have some-
times to cross through heaps of soft, deep drifts;
while the one sinks into them, up to his chest,
another stumbles over a piled-up mound. The
tempest whistling round their ears, the flakes
blowing into their eyes and nostrils, the brutal
oaths of the drivers, irritate and threaten to
madden them. The sleigh jolts upon the narrow
way, now bending towards the mountain wall, now
towards the precipice, for there is the abyss; we
graze its edges, follow it afar to an immense
distance, as if in falling we must go down into
another world. The coachman has put down
his whip; he holds nothing but a knife in his
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hand now, ready to cut the reins if the horses,
bewildered with fear or slipping down a snowy
slope, should suddenly roll over the precipice.
Terrible is the unhappy pedestrian’s position
when, slowly crossing the snow, he is all at
once overtaken by a storm. The people in the
plains composedly contemplate the weather. The
mountain peak, lashed by the wind, seems to
smoke like a crater; the countless frozen mole-
cules tossed up by the tempest, gather in the
clouds whirling above the summits. The contours
of the ridges, blurred by this mist of circling
snow, appear less regular; they look as if they
were floating in space ; even the mountain seems
to oscillate on its enormous base. And what
becomes of the poor traveller amid this dizzy
whirl of the tempest as it whistles around the
high peaks? The spicules of ice, hurled against
him like arrows, beat his face and threaten to
blind him; they even penetrate his clothes; he
can hardly defend himself against them, wrapped
as he is in his thick cloak. When making a
false step, or following a wrong track, he leaves
the footpath for one moment, he is almost in-
evitably lost. He walks along by chance, falling
from one drift into another; sometimes he sinks
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half way up into a hole of soft snow; he remains-
in it some time as if awaiting his death in the
grave that opens out beneath him; then in
despair he raises himself up again and recom-
“mences his rough way through the clouds of
crystals driven into his face by the wind. The
squalls alternately approach and retreat from the
horizon ; at one moment he sees nothing around
him but the white smoke of the circling flakes; at
another, on his right or left, he can distinguish a
tranquil peak shaking off the clouds and looking
at him, “without hatred and without love,” in-
different to his despair; in it at least he sees a
sort of landmark, allowing him to resume his way
with some return of hope. But in vain, blinded,
maddened, stiffened with the cold, he ends by
losing all power of volition, he turns round and
round and struggles aimlessly on. At last he
falls into some chasm, gazes in stupor at the whirl-
ing storm as it sweeps over him, and by degrees
allows sleep, the precursor of death, to overcome
him. In a few months, when the snow shall
have been melted by the heat and swept away by
avalanches, some sheep-dog will find the body
and by his terrified barking summon his master.
Formerly any human remains found in the
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mountain had to rest for ever in the place where up
the shepherd discovered them. Rocks were piled
up above the corpse, and every passer-by was
bound to add his stone to the increasing cairn.
Even now-a-days any mountaineer passing one of
these ancient tombs, never fails to pick up his stone
wherewith to enlarge the pile. The dead person
has long since been forgotten, perhaps his identity
was never even known; but from century to
century the passer-by never ceases to render
homage to him, hoping to appease his manes.
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CHAPTER XI.
AVALANCHES.

Ar last the long winter and its redoubtable storms
have been succeeded by sweet spring-time with
its rains, its mild winds, its vivifying warmth.
Everything grows young again; the mountain as
well as the plain assumes a new aspect. It shakes
off its mantle of snow ; its forests, turf, cascades,
and lakes appear once more beneath the sun’s
rays. ‘

In the valley man was the first to rid himself of
the accumulated snow which inconvenienced him.
He has swept the threshold of his door, mended
his roads, freed his roofs and garden, and then
waits for the sun to do the rest. The soulanes,
or slopes, well exposed to the southern rays. begin
to cast off the white winding-sheet that shrouds
them; here and there the rock, earth, or turf
reappear through the snowy bed. These black
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patches increase by degrees ; they resemble groups
of islands incessantly growing bigger, and ending
by joining one another; the white spots diminish
in number and size; they melt, and seem gradu-
ally to reascend the mountain slope. The forest
trees awaking from their torpor begin to put
on their spring garb; assisted by the little birds
fluttering from branch to branch, they shake off
the burden they bear of hoar-frost and snow,
and freely bathe their new shoots in the milder
atmosphere.

The torrents too regain their animation. Be-
neath the protecting bed of snow, the temperature
of the ground has never fallen so low as at the
outer surface swept by the cold winds, and during
long months of winter small reservoirs of water,
like the little drops in a diamond vessel, retain
their natural state here and there beneath the
ice. In the spring-time these urns, towards
which flow all the tiny rills of melted snow, no
longer suffice to retain the liquid mass; the frozen
coverings burst, the basins overflow, and the
water seeks to hollow a path out for itself beneath
the snow. In every ravine, every depression of
the ground, this hidden work goes on, and the
torrent in the valley, fed by all these rivulets



AVALANCHES. 109

descending from above, resumes its course, which
had been interrupted by the cold of the winter.
At first it passes through a tunnel, beneath
heaped-up snow; then, owing to the incessant
progress of the thaw, it enlarges its bed'and
raises its vaults. The moment arrives in which
the mass above cannot any longer preserve its
entirety; it gives way as would the roof of a
temple, whose pillars were shaken. Thus leaks -
are opened out in the accumulated snow, filling up
the bottom of the valleys ; when we lean over the
edge of these chasms, we can see in their depths
a black object upon which a little foam is broider-
ing ephemeral lacework. It is the water of the
torrent; the dull murmur of the stones dashing
against each other rises from the gloomy aperture.

This first giving way of snow is succeeded by
others more and more numerous, and soon the
torrent, once again free to a great extent, has
nothing left but to throw down the dams formed
by the thickest and most compact snow. Some
of these ramparts resist the action of the waters
for weeks and months. Even on the edges of the
cascades, masses of snow converted into ice and
incessantly sprinkled with the water breaking
forth, obstinately retain their form ; it is as if they
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refused to dissolve. We frequently see before the
busy cataract of the torrents, a sort of screen formed
by a solidified waterfall ; it is the frozen snow which
arrested the flow of the water during the winter.
While remaking their beds in every valley passing
along the base of the mountains, in every ravine
furrowing their sides, the waters of the brooks and
torrents carry away from the snow on the slopes
the basement serving as its support. The action
of this pressure tends to produce avalanches,
and from time to time the mountain, like an
animate creature, throws the snowy garment from
off its shoulders. In all seasons, even in the
severest portion of the winter, masses of snow,
carried away by their own weight, roll from the
summits and slopes ; but these avalanches being
merely composed of the superficial portion of the
snow, they are but a trifling incident in the
mountain’s life. Sometimes, however, it is the
entire mass of the winter covering that slips from
the heights to cast itself into the valleys ; the water,
or melted snow, hardly able to penetrate through
the still frozen surface beds, has rendered the
ground slippery, thus preparing the way for the
avalanche. The moment arrives when a whole
field of snow is no longer attached to the slope :
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it gives way, and by the great shock it imparts to
that adjoining, causes it also to yield. The
whole mass is simultaneously precipitated down
the side of the mountain, pushing before it all the
débris met with on its course, trunks of trees,
stones, blocks of rock. Dragging away with it
great layers of the adjacent atmosphere, and
overthrowing more distant forests, the formidable
downfall at one blow sweeps away a whole side
of a mountain several hundred yards in extent,
and the valley becomes partially filled with it. The
torrents, dashing up against the obstacle, are
obliged, temporarily, to convert themselves into
lakes.

Of the bulk of these avalanches both moun-
taineers and travellers invariably speak with dread.
And some valleys, more exposed than others,
have received sinister names in the local patoss,
such as “ The Valley of Horror,” or “ The Gorge
of the Earthquake.”

I know one, the most terrible of all, into which
the muleteers never venture without keeping their
eyes fixed upon the heights. Especially on those
fine spring days, when the mild soft atmosphere
is filled with dissolved vapours, are the travellers’
looks anxious and their words few. They know
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that the avalanche is simply waiting for a shock,
for a disturbance of the air or ground, in order to
set itself in motion. At these times they walk
like thieves, with rapid cautious steps ; sometimes
even they wrap straw round their mules’ bells so
that the tinkling of the metal may not irritate the
evil spirit- menacing them up above. At last
when they have passed the outlet of those re-
~ doubtable ravines, where the mountain rivulets
simultaneously let loose their avalanches on
several sides, they can breathe in peace and think,
without personal anxiety, of their less happy
predecessors, of whom they were telling such
terrible tales the evening before. Frequently,
while the travellers are tranquilly continuing their
descent towards the plain, a sound of thunder, a
prolonged roar reverberating from rock to rock,
compels them suddenly to turn round; it is the
fall of snow that has just taken place, and has
filled the gorge through which they passed a few
moments ago. .
Happily the disposition and form of the slopes
permits the mountaineers to recognise such
dangerous localities. Thus they do not build
their cabins below a declivity whereon avalanches
are formed, and in tracing out their footpaths



AVALANCHES. I13

take care to select sheltered routes. But every-
thing changes in nature, and one of these little
houses or footpaths, which so lately had nothing
to fear, ends by finding itself exposed to danger;
the angle of a projection may have disappeared,
the direction of the channel of the avalanche may
have been slightly diverted, the protecting outskirts
of a forest have given way beneath the pressure of
the snow, and consequently all the mountaineers’
precautions have proved futile.

In consequence of the thousands of columns of
closely packed trunks, woods are one of the best
barriers against the progress of these avalanches,
and numbers of villages possess no other means
of defence against the snow. And with what
respect, what almost religious veneration, do the
people regard their sacred wood! The stranger
walking about their mountains admires the forest
for the sake of the beauty of its trees, the contrast
of its verdure with the white snow; but they,
they owe to it life and repose ; it is, thanks to it,
that they can go tranquilly to sleep of an evening
without fear of being swallowed up during the
night. Full of gratitude towards the protecting
forest, they have deified it. Woe be to him who
touches one of its shielding trunks with his axe!

1
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“He who kills the sacred tree kills the moun-
taineer,” says one of their proverbs.

And yet such murderers have been met with,
and in great numbers. Just as in our days, ever.
so-called “civilised ” soldiers compel the inhabit-
ants of an oasis to submit, by hewing down their
palm trees, which are the life of the tribe, so has
it often occurred, that in order to reduce the
mountaineers, invaders, in the pay of some lord,
or even shepherds from another valley, have
cut down the trees which served the villages
as a safeguard against destruction. Such were,
such are still, the practices of war. Not less
ferocious is greedy speculation when, by right of
purchase or the chances of inheritance or conquest,
a moneyed man has become the proprietor of a
sacred forest; woe be to those whose fate depends
upon his benevolence or caprice! Soon the wood-
cutters are at work in the forest, the trunks are
hewn down, thrown into the valley, sold as planks
and paid for in good sterling dollars. Thus
a wide road is laid open for the avalanches.
Deprived of their outwork, it may be that the
inhabitants of the threatened village persist in
remaining for the sake of their natal hearth ; but
sooner or later the peril becomes imminent, they
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are obliged to migrate in all haste, to carry away
their precious possession and to leave the house a .
prey to the tottering snow.

Terrible chronicles of avalanches are related
to night-watchers in all mountain villages and the
children listen, while nestling up against their
mothers’ knees. What the fire-damp is to a miner
is an avalanche to a mountaineer. It menaces
his chdlet, his barns, his cattle ; it may swallow.
up himself. How many relatives, friends, has
he known, who now sleep beneath the snow !
Of an evening when he passes by the place where
the enormous mass engulfed them, it seems to
him that the mountain whence the avalanche was
let loose, looks wickedly at him, and he redoubles
his pace in order to hasten from the sinister spot.
Sometimes also the débris of the downfall reminds
him of a comrade’s unhoped-for escape. Yonder
on one spring night a sloping bed of snow, higher
than the tallest fir trees and the village tower, fell
down. A group of cottages and barns lay beneath
the formidable mass. No doubt, thought the
mountaineers who had hastened up from the
neighbouring hamlets, no doubt the woodwork
had been demolished and the inhabitants would
be lying crushed beneath the ruins! Yet they

12
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set bravely to work to remove the enormous
heap. They labour on for four days and four
nights, and when at last their spades reach the
roof of the first chdlet they hear voices singing in
answer to one another. These are the voices of
the friends whom they imagined to be lost. Their
houses had withstood the violence of the shock,
and the air which they contained had happily been
sufficient. During the people’s imprisonment
they had spent their time in establishing commu-
nication from house to house, and in digging a
tunnel of egress, singing at the same time so as to
encourage themselves over their work.

When once the protecting forests have dis-
appeared it is very difficult to replace them.
Trees grow slowly on all parts of the mountains ;
in the channels of the avalanches they do not
grow at all. It is true that by means of engineer-
ing works the snow can be kept safely on the high
slopes, and thus the disaster of its fall into the
valleys be prevented ; the declivity might be hewn
into horizontal terraces upon which the beds of
snow would be obliged to rest, as upon the steps
of a gigantic staircase ; the trunks of trees might
be replaced by rows of iron stakes and palisades
which would prevent the slipping down .of the
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upper masses. These attempts have already been
made successfully, but only in valleys inhabited by
a rich and numerous population. Poor villagers,
unless they are aided by the world at large, would
never think of thus carving afresh the exterior of
the mountain, and the avalanches continue to fall
upon the meadows by their accustomed channels.
The villagers are obliged to confine themselves to
protecting their little houses by enormous spurs of
stone, breaking the force of the slipping snow and
dividing it into two currents when it does not
descend in masses sufficiently powerful to demolish
everything at one shock.

Of all the destroyers of the mountains an
avalanche is the most energetic. It carries away
with it earth and rocky fragments as would an
overflowing torrent; still more by the gradual
melting of the snow, forming its lower strata,
it so moistens the ground that the latter becomes
changed into soft mud, fissured with deep crevices
and sinking down beneath its own weight. The
earth has become fluid to a great depth, it flows
along the whole length of the slopes, drawing with
it footpaths, blocks of scattered rocks, even houses
and forests. Whole sides of mountains, rendered
sodden by the snow, have thus slipped down in
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one mass with their fields, their pastures, their
woods and their inhabitants. Thus by their heap-
ing up, and the melting water penetrating so
slowly into the ground, flakes of snow sulffice little
by little to demolish the mountains. In spring
every ravine clearly betrays this work of destruc-
tion ; cascades, landslips, avalanches, snow, rocks
and water descend in confusion from the summits
and make their way towards the plain.
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CHAPTER XIL
GLACIERS.

EveN in the midst of summer, when all the snow
is melted by the breath of the warm winds, enor-
mous accumulations of ice, imprisoned in the upper
valleys, still produce a local winter, appearing all
the more curious from the contrast. When the sun
shines with all its brilliancy, both the direct heat,
and that sent forth by the glaciers, are felt oppres-
sively by the traveller ; it even seems to be hotter
than in the valleys, owing to the dryness of the
air incessantly deprived of its humidity by the
glacier’'s greedy surface. Birds can be heard
singing close by beneath the foliage ; flowers stud
the grass, fruit ripens under the wortleberry leaves.
And yet side by side with this joyous world, there
lies the gloomy glacier with its gaping crevices, its
collection of stones, its terrible silence, its apparent
immobility. It is death by the side of life.
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Nevertheless the great frozen mass possesses its
motion also : slowly, but with an invincible force,
it works as do the wind, snow, rain, running
water, to renew the planet’s surface; wherever
glaciers have passed over, during one of the ages
of the earth’s existence, the aspect of the country
has been transformed by their action. As do
avalanches, they carry the rubbish of the crumbling
mountains into the plains, not by violence, but by
the patient labour of every moment.

The work of the glacier, so difficult to discover
in its secret progress, although so vast in its
results, commences from the summit of the moun-
tain, on the surface of the snowy strata. Up
above in the amphitheatres where the clouds of
white spicules lashed by the storm have been col-
lected in whirlwinds, the uniform expanse of the
névés does not change its aspect. From year to
year, from century to century, it is always the same
whiteness, pale beneath the shadow of the clouds,
dazzling beneath the rays of the sun. It appears
as if the snow were eternal there, and it is thus
designated by the inhabitants of the plains, who
from below see it shining beside the heavens.
They believe that it remains for ever upon the
lofty peaks, and that if the wind, during storms
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does lift it up, it is always allowed to fall back
into the same place.

It is nothing of the sort. One portion of the
snow evaporates and returns to the clouds, whence
it descended. Another portion of the névé ex-
posed to the rays of the sun, or to the influence
of a hot southern wind, is sprinkled over with
tiny melted drops, trickling down the surface or
penetrating the strata until, seized upon again by
the cold, they become congealed into impercep-
tible gems. Thus by means of the millions of
molecules which melt, then freeze to melt again,
and again grow solid, the mass of the névé
becomes insensibly transformed; at the same
time, owing to the weight which carries away the
melted drops for several inches, it becomes dis-
placed, and little by little the snow, so lately fallen
upon the summit of the mountain, is found to have
descended the slopes. Other snow has taken its
place and will flow again in turn by a series of
fusions, without however having to suffer the
least apparent change. It is true that they have
the infinitude of ages before them; slowly they
move on towards the sea where they must one
day be swallowed up. By the time that two
generations of men have succeeded one another
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in the lower plains, one of these flakes of snow,
fallen from a lofty peak, will not yet have issued
from the mass of the névé.

But slow as it may be, this flake converted into
a crystal does not the less hold on its course.
The mass of #évé which has become homo-
geneous, and has already been transformed into
ice, gets entangled in the mountain gorge whither
its weight draws it. Always immovable in ap-
pearance, the accumulation of ice has now become
a real river flowing in a rocky bed. Upon the
slopes to the right and left, the winter’s snow is
completely melted and flowering plants have re-
placed it; a whole world of insects lives and
buzzes amid the grass of the pastures; the air is
soft and man leads his flocks on to the grassy
escarpments whence his glance can descend from
afar upon the frozen stream. The latter by un-
ceasing efforts continues its journey to the plain ;
it would stretch itself out as far as the level fields
at the foot of the mountains; it would reach the
sea itself, if the mild temperature of the lower
valleys, the warmth of the winds, the rays of the
sun did not succeed in melting the foremost ice.

On its course, the solid river behaves as would
a real one of running water. It has its meander-
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ings, its eddies, its depths and shallows, its
“torpids,” its rapids, and its cascades. Like the
water, which expands or contracts according to
the form of its bed, the ice adapts itself to the
dimensions of the ravine containing it. It knows
exactly how to mould itself upon the rock, as well
in the vast basin whose walls widen out on either
side, as in the defile where the passage almost
closes up. Impelled by the masses, incessantly
fed by the upper névé, the glacier continues to
slide upon the bottom, the incline of which is
almost insensible, or else forms a succession of
precipices. /

But the ice not possessing the suppleness, the
fluidity of water, accomplishes, with a some-
what barbaric awkwardness, all the movements
forced upon it by the nature of the ground. It
cannot, at its cataracts, fall in one level sheet as
does the water current; but according to the
inequalities of the bottom, and the cohesion of
the ice crystals, it fractures, splits, gets cut up
into blocks inclining various ways, falling over
one another, becoming cemented together again
in curious obelisks, towers, fantastic groups.
Even in that part where the bottom of the im-
mense groove inclines with tolerable regularity,
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the surface of the glacier does not in the least
resemble the even surface of the water of a river.
The friction of the ice against its edges does not
ripple it with tiny waves similar to those of the
shore, but fractures and refractures it with crevices,
intersecting one another in a labyrinth of fissures.

In winter, and even when spring has already
renewed the ornamentation of the lower countries,
a great number of crévasses are concealed beneath
thick masses of snow, extending in continued
layers along the surface of the glacier; then if
the granulous snow has not been softened by the
sun’s heat, it is easy to walk above the mouth
of these hidden abysses. The traveller can ignore
them, as he ignores the open caves in the thick-
ness of the mountains. But the annual return
of the summer season by degrees melts the super-
ficial snow. The glacier moving on incessantly,
and whose fractured mass vibrates in one con-
tinual tremor, shakes off the snowy mantle cover-
ing it; here and there the vaults fall in, and in
great fragments bury themselves in the depths
of the crévasses; frequently nothing remains but
the narrow bridges upon which no person would
venture without having tested the solidity of the
snow with his foot.
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It is then that it becomes dangerous to traverse
many a glacier on account of the width of its
fissures branching out to infinity. From the edges
of the chasm we sometimes see in the interior
of the superposed layers of bluish ice which
recently were snow and are separated by blackish
bands, the remains of débris fallen upon the zévé;
at other times the ice, clear, homogeneous in its
whole mass, appears to be but one single crystal.

What is the depth of the well? We do not
know. A jutting crag of ice combined with the
darkness prevent our glance descending to the
lowest rocks; yet we sometimes hear a myste-
rious noise ascending from the abyss; it is the
water rippling, a stone becoming loosened, a bit
of ice splitting off and falling down.

Explorers have descended these chasms to
measure their density and to study the tempera-
ture and composition of the deep ice. Sometimes
they have been able to do it without any great
risk, by penetrating laterally into the clefts, by the
jutting rocks which serve as banks to the rivers
of ice. Frequently, too, they have been obliged
to be let down by means of ropes, as is the miner
who penetrates to the bosom of the earth. But
for one scientific discoverer who, taking all neces-
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sary precautions, thus explores the holes of the
glaciers, how many unhappy shepherds have been
engulfed and met their death in those chasms!
Yet we know of mountaineers, who having fallen
to the bottom of these crévasses, wounded, bleed-
ing, lost in the darkness, have preserved their
courage and the resolution to see daylight once
more. There was one whg followed the course of
a sub-glacial stream and thus made a veritable
journey below the enormous vault of pieces of
falling ice. After a similar excursion there is
nothing left for the man to do but to descend into
the chasm of a crater to explore the subterranean
reservoir of lava.

We are certainly bound to award great praise
to the courageous sevant! who descends into the
depths of the glacier to study its strie, its air-
bubbles, its crystals; but how many things may
we not contemplate on the surface, how many
charming details are we not permitted to per-
ceive, how many laws are not revealed to our
eyes, if we know how to look !

Really in this apparent chaos everything is
regulated by laws. Why should a fissure
always be produced in the frozen mass opposite
one point of the steep bank? Why at a certain
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depth below, should the c¢révasse, which has
gradually become enlarged, again bring its edges
nearer each other and the glacier be re-cemented ?
Why should the surface regularly bulge out in
one part, to become fissured elsewhere ? On see-
ing all these phenomena, which roughly reproduce
the ripples, wavelets, and eddies on the smooth
sheets of the water of a river, we better under-
stand the unity which, under such an infinity of
aspects, presides over every thing in nature.
When, by long exploration, we have become
familiar with the glacier and we know how to ac-
count to ourselves for all the little changes which
take place upon its surface, it is a delight, a joy, to
roam about it on a fine summer’s day. The heat
of the sun has endowed it with voice and motion.
Tiny veins of water, almost imperceptible at first,
are formed here and there ; these unite in sparkling
streamlets which wind at the bottom of miniature
river-beds, hollowed out by themselves, and then
suddenly disappear in a fissure in the ice, giving
forth a low plaint in a silvery voice. They swell-
or fall, according to the oscillations of the tem-
perature. Should a cloud pass before the sun
and cool the atmosphere they barely continue to
flow ; when the heat becomes greater, the super-
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ficial rivulets assume the pace of torrents; they
sweep away with them sand and pebbles to be
deposited in alluvions, or to form high banks and
islands ; then towards evening they calm down,
and soon the cold of the night congeals them
afresh.

Beneath the rays of heat temporarily animating
the field of the glacier by melting the superficial
layer, the little world of pebbles, fallen from the
neighbouring walls, also becomes agitated. A
gravel slope, situated on the edge of a murmur-
ing stream of water, subsides by partial downfalls
and plunges into the fissures. Elsewhere, black
broken stones are scattered over the glacier ; they
absorb and concentrate the heat, making holes in
the ice beneath them, piercing it with little cylin-
drical apertures. Farther off, on the contrary,
vast accumulations of débris and big stones
prevent the heat of the sun penetrating below ; on
every side the ice melts and evaporates; in the
end these stones form pillars which appear to
grow, to spring out of the ground like columns of
marble; but each one, too weak, at last breaks
beneath the weight, and all the fragments that it
bore fall down with a crash to recommence a
similar evolution on the morrow. How much
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more charming are all these little dramas of
inanimate nature, when animals or plants take
part in them! Attracted by the mildness of the
air, the butterfly flutters on to the scene, while
the plant, which fell down from the heights of the
neighbouring rocks in a landslip, utilises its short
reprieve of life to take root again and to display
to the sun its last corolla. Navigators on the
polar coast have seen a whole carpet of vegeta-
tion cover a high cliff, composed of earth at the
top, and ice at the base.
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CHAPTER XIII
MORAINES AND TORRENTS.

ALL these small phenomena daily taking place
appear to be a very trifling matter in the earth’s
history. What indeed is the work of a glacier
during a summer’s day? Its mass moving
onward with an unceasing effort, has hardly
progressed one inch; two or three rocks have
become detached from the walls in order to fall
upon the moving field of ice; the stream carrying
away the melted water, has spread out wider
in its bed; the pebbles become more numerous,
and dash against each other with greater noise.
Otherwise everything has preserved its customary
appearance. Nowhere does nature seem to be
slower in its work of perpetual renovation.

And yet these daily, momentary, trifling trans-
formations end by bringing about immense
changes in the earth’s aspect, veritable geological
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revolutions. These pebbles, these fragments of
rock, falling from the upper escarpments on to the
bed of ice, become piled up, little by little, at the
base of the walls as enormous ramparts of stones ;
they move slowly on with the frozen mass that
bears them; but other débris, which have rolled
down the same channels of the mountain, replace
them in the localities they have just vacated.
Thus long convoys of confusedly piled-up rocks
accompany the glacier on its course; streams of
stones are added to the stream of ice descending
from every ruined height, from every cirque fur-
rowed by avalanches.

When it has reached the outlet of the upper
gorges, situated in the regions of a milder tem-
perature, the glacier cannot retain its crystalline
condition ; it thaws and becomes water, allowing
its burden of stones to drop. All this débris rolls
down in gross confusion, forming a dam in the
valley. At the extremity of many a glacier there
are positive mountains of crumbling stones on the
loosely built-up slopes. After a long course of
years abounding in snow, the mass of the glacier
swells and lengthens, until it is obliged to pick up
these mountains of stones once more and to push
them a little farther down into the valley. Later

K 2
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on, when under the influence of a softer tempera-
ture of winters, when the snow is less profuse, all
the lower part of the glacier will melt, leaving
bare the basin of rocks which served as its bed ;
the ‘“moraine” of boulders delivered from the
pressure which pushed it forward, will remain
isolated at a certain distance from the glacier;
behind it will be visible the bare polished stone,
rubbed smooth by the enormous weight so lately
moving over it, and here and there covered by a
reddish-hued mud, produced by the crushing of
the pebbles and gravel carried away. Another
moraine of heaped-up débris will be formed little
by little in front of the talus of the glacier.

Thus then, at enormous distances ahead of the
valley, for miles and tens of miles, indisputable
traces of the former action of the ice are to be
seen. Whole plains, once filled with water, have
been gradually overwhelmed with mud and pebbles
pushed on before it by the glacier; the protuber-
ances of the mountains and hills, met with in
its course by the solid stream, have been eroded
and polished ; finally, scattered rocks and moraines
have been deposited even as far away as the slopes
of mountains belonging to other groups. The
origin of these stones is easily recognised by their



MORAINES AND TORRENTS. 133

chemical composition, the arrangement of their
crystals or their fossils; frequently even their
distinctive characters are so precise as to enable
us to point out upon the mountain itself the ele-
vated cirque whence the missing block has been
detached. For how many years or centuries has
the voyage lasted? Very many, no doubt, if we
judge by the big rocks which the actual glaciers
carry away, and whose progress has been measured.
Amongst these travelling blocks are some which
scientific men have rendered famous by their
observations, and which we love to see again as if
they were friends.

These stones. cast into the plains, these accumu-
lations of mud transported to a great distance,
all these traces left by the ancient glaciers’
sojourn, permit us to imagine what have been
the great alternations of the climate, and the
immense modifications in the exterior and aspect
of the earth during the successive ages of the
planet. In that past, revealed to us by these
remains, we see our mountain and its neighbours
rising up above their actual summits. The
supreme peaks passed beyond the highest clouds,
and all the vapours travelling through space,
deposited themselves as snow or frozen crystals
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upon the slopes of the enormous mass; the
pastures, the verdant valleys, the now wooded
sloping sides were covered by a uniform layer
of ice. Then neither cascades, lakes, rivulets,
nor meadows had made their appearance in the

valley. The immense frozen stream, not less
thick than are now the strata of the mountains,

filled up all the depressions, then on issuing
from the gorges stretched itself far away into
the plains below hills and dales. Such in our
forefathers’ times was the image presented to
them by the ice-laden mountain; for our sons’
grandsons, in the remote uncertainty of centuries,
the scene will again be changed. Perhaps the
glacier, then completely thawed, will be replaced
by a feeble rivulet, the mountain will have ceased
to exist; a slight rise in the ground will mark
its former site, and the actual plain, turned
topsy-turvy by the alterations in its level, will
have given birth to heights gradually growing up
into the skies!

And while we muse upon the history of the
mountain, and its glacier, what they were, and
what they will one day become, yonder is the little
torrent murmuring as it issues from the ice, and
going forth into the world to work at the task
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of corntinually renewing the earth. The water
rendered white or milky by the innumerable
molecules of triturated rock which it bears sus-
pended, is neither more nor less than the glacier
itself suddenly transformed into a liquid state;
- and yet what a contrast between the solid mass
with its crevices, its caves, its piles of stones, its
muddy slopes, and the water gaily bursting forth
into daylight, and babbling as it winds amid the
flowers. That sudden apparition of the stream,
which during all its upper course has moved
along in darkness, swelling as it goes by the
addition of millions of little drops falling from the
clefts in the vault, is one of the most curious spec-
tacles in the mountain. The cavern whence the
current escapes, changes its form every day
according to the falling and melting of the ice;
yet ordinarily it is easy to penetrate to a certain
distance inside the grotto, and to admire its
pendants, its translucent walls, the bluish light,
the changing reflections. The strangeness of the
sight, the vague apprehension that overcomes
our spirit, leads us to imagine that we are trans-
ported into a sacred place. “ Three times and
a thousand times blessed,” those Hindoo pil-
grims believe themselves to be, who, after having
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reascended the Ganges as far as its source, are
also permitted to penetrate beneath the gloomy
vault whence the holy river shoots forth.

The glacial torrents bring into the plains, with
great regularity, dependent upon that of the
season, the fertilizing water and the alluvial mud
arising from that enormous laboratory of tritura-
tion incessantly at work beneath the glacier.
During the cold season of our temperate zones,
when the rains fall most frequently upon the
fields, and instead of evaporating find their way
towards the rivers, the glacier becomes more com-
pactly frozen, adheres everywhere to the vault
serving as its bed and merely allows the feeblest
little rill to escape. Sometimes even it drys up
altogether ; not a drop of water descends from the
mountain. Butin proportion as the warmth returns
and the glad vegetation demands a greater quantity
of water for its flowers, in proportion as evaporation
becomes more active and the level of the rivers
tends to fall, the torrents of the glaciers swell,
they are temporarily changed into rivers and
furnish the necessary moisture to the thirsty fields.
Thus is established a balance most advantageous
for the prosperity of the countries irrigated by
water-courses, which are partially fed by glaciers.
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When swollen by rain, the tributary streams
overflow, the mountain torrents bring but a small
liquid stream ; they, on the other hand, overflow
when the other rivers are almost dry; thanks to
this law of adjustment, a certain equality is main-
tained in the river wherein all the divers water-
courses unite.

In the general economy of the earth the glacier,
apparently motionless, always so slow and calm
in its action, is a great element of organisation.
Rarely does it introduce any disturbance into
nature. Such a thing may happen, as for instance
when a lateral glacier pushing a large mound of
débris, or advancing alone across a stream which
issued from the primary glacier, gathers together
the waters flowing from it and thus forms a con-
stantly increasing lake. For a long time the dam
resists the pressure of the liquid mass, but after
a considerable melting of the snow, a recoil of the
glacier forming a dam or of the déblazs, slowly pro-
duced by the water, it is quite possible that the
barrier of ice and accumulated boulders may sud-
denly give way. Then the lake breaks loose as a
terrible avalanche : the water mixed with stones,
with blocks of ice, and all the débris torn from
its shores, rushes furiously down into the lower
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valley; it carries away bridges, destroys mills,
razes the houses on its banks, washes away the
trees on the lower slopes and lays bare the very
meadows, as would a huge ploughshare, rolling
them all on before it and mixing them up in the
chaos of its deluge. For those valleys through
which the inundation sweeps the disaster is
enormous, and its story is handed down from
generation to generation.

But these are very rare events, and even in
civilised countries becoming impossible in future,
for the menaced population takes care to anti-
cipate the danger by digging subterranean outlets
for the lacustrine reservoirs formed behind a
shifting dam of ice or stones. Thus kept within
bounds the glacier continues to be the benefactor
of the regions situated in the course of its waters.
It is the glacier that irrigates them during those
seasons when they would have more cause to
dread the effects of drought, the glacier that re-
news them by its contributions of vegetable mould
still quite fresh, and full of its nutritive, chemical
elements. The glacier is in reality a lake, a sea
of fresh water, containing hundreds of thousands
of cubic yards; but this lake suspended on the
sides of the mountains makes it escape slowly and
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as if by rule. It shuts up water enough to inun-
date all the lower countries, but it is discreet
in dealing out its treasures. Thus this frozen
mass, with its deathlike aspect, rather adds to
the life and fertility of the earth.
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CHAPTER XIV.
FORESTS AND PASTURES.

By its snow and melting ice, which serve to swell
the torrents and rivers during the summer, the
mountain sustains vegetation at enormous dis-
tances from its base, but it keeps back plenty of
moisture to nourish its own growth of forests,
grass and moss, so very superior in the number
of its species to that of a similar extent of plains.
From below our eyes cannot distinguish the
details of the picture offered by the verdure of
the mountain, but it embraces the magnificent
ensemble, and enjoys the thousand contrasts which
the elevation, the accidents of the ground, the
incline of the slopes, the abundance of water,
the vicinity of the snow and all the other physical
conditions produce in vegetation.

In spring, when all nature is regenerated, it is
delightful to see the green of the grass and foliage
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prevail over the whiteness of the snow. The
blades of grass which can breathe again and once
more see light, lose their red tint and charred
appearance ; they first assume a whitish-yellow,
then a beautiful green. Multitudes of flowers
stud the meadows ; here nothing but ranunculus,
elsewhere anemones, or primroses spring up in
clusters ; farther away the verdure disappears
beneath the snowy white of the graceful narcissus
of the poets, or the lilac of the crocus, which is
nothing but flower, from root to the tip of the
corolla; by the water’s side the parnassia opens
its delicate calyx ; here and there tiny blue and
white, pink or yellow flowerets are crowded to-
gether in such great numbers that they impart
their hues to the whole of the grassy slope, so
that as fast as the snow retires towards the
heights before the blooming verdant carpet we
can recognise from the opposite declivities which
species of plant predominates in the meadow.
Soon the trees also take part in the féte. Below
on the first slopes there are fruit trees, which in
a few weeks’ time, after having freed themselves
from the winter’s snow, are covered with that
of another kind, the snow of their blossoms.
Higher up the chestnuts, the beeches, the various
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shrubs, are clad with their tender green leaves;
from day to day the mountain seems to be freshly
clothed with a wondrous tissue in which silk and
velvet blend. Little by little this youthful verdure
of forests and heaths advances to the summit;
it ascends by the valleys and ravines, as if to
escalade and conquer the supreme escarpments
amid the ice. Up there everything assumes an
unexpected aspect of gladness. Even the dark
rocks, looking black by contrast with the snow,
adorn their anfractuosities with tiny tufts of green.
They, too, take part in the spring-time gaiety.
Although less sumptuous in the exuberance of
their verdure, and the prodigious multitude of
their flowers, the elevated pastures are more lovely
than the meadows below; their sward is softer,
more familiar in its gaiety. We can walk without
any exertion on the short turf, and it is easier to
become acquainted with the flowers springing
up in myriads amongst the tufts of verdure.
There, too, the brilliancy of the corollas is
incomparable; there the sun darts its most
scorching rays, with more powerful and more
rapid chemical action; in the sap it elaborates
colouring substances of the most perfect beauty.
Armed with their microscopes, the botanist and
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physican duly satisfy themselves as to the phe-
nomenon ; but without these instruments the simple
pedestrian can easily perceive with his naked
eye that the blue of no flower in the plain equals
the deep cerulean hue of thelittle gentian. Eager
to live and to enjoy, the plants make themselves
as beautiful as possible. They don the most vivid
hues, for the season of gladness will be short.
When the summer has swiftly fled, death will
overtake them.

Our sight is dazzled with the radiancy presented
by wide patches of turf studded with the vivid
pink stars of the catch-fly, the blue clusters of the
myosotis, the big golden-hearted flowers of the
alpine asters. Upon the driest slopes amongst
arid rocks grows the black orchis, with its perfume
of vanilla, and the “lion’s-foot,” whose flower
never fades, and for lovers remains a symbol of
eternal love.

Amongst these plants with their brilliant bloom
there are some which are not in the least afraid
either of the snow or the frozen water. They
are not at all chilly; close beside the crystals of
the névé the flow of the sap circulates freely
through the tissues of the delicate soldanella,
as it bends its tender, pure-hued corolla over
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the snow. When the sun shines we may say of
it, with more reason than of the palm tree in the
Oasis, that its foot is in ice and its head in
fire. Even at the outlet of the snow the torrent,
whose milky water seems to be composed of
barely melted ice, folds in its arms a blooming islet,
a charming bouquet with ever shivering stems.
Farther on, the bed of snow shielded from the
sun’s rays by the shadow of the rock is dotted all
over with flowers, the soft temperature which
they shed has thawed the surrounding ice; they
seem to spring from a crystal chalice whose base
the shadow has dyed blue. Other more sensitive
flowers dare not undergo immediate contact with
the snow, but take care to surround themselves
with a soft robe of moss; they are like rubies
reposing upon a green velvet cushion in the
centre of a white downy bed.

Forests alternate with the grassy surface on
the mountain’s sides, but not at hap-hazard.
The presence of big trees always indicates
sufficiently deep vegetable mould and abundance
of water for irrigation upon the slopes which
produce them ; thus, thanks to the distribution of
forests and pastures, we can read from afar some
of the mountain’s secrets, provided at least that
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man has not rudely interfered by hewing down
the trees and modifying the aspect of the heights.
There are whole regions where man, greedy to
enrich himself, has cut down every tree; not even |
a stump remains, for the winter’s snow, no longer
arrested by the living barrier, can henceforth slide
freely down during the season of the avalanches ;
it denudes the ground, planes it away to the rock,
dragging with it all the remains of the roots.

The ancient feeling of veneration has almost
disappeared. Formerly the woodcutter never
approached a forest without dread; the wind
which he heard sighing was for him as the
voice of the gods; supernatural beings were con-
cealed beneath the oak, and the sap of the tree
was equally divine blood. When obliged to lay
the axe to the trunks he did it in trembling :
‘“If thou art a god, if thou art a goddess,” would
say the Apennine mountaineer, ‘“if thou art a
god, pardon me”; and he would repeat the
prayers ordained; but was he reassured after
these genuflexions ?

While swinging his axe, he saw the branches
wave to and fro above his head ; the rugosities of
the bark appeared to assume an angry expression,
to be animated by a terrible glance; at the first

L



146 THE HISTORY OF A MOUNTAIN.

blow the moist wood might have been the rosy
flesh of a nymph. ‘“ No doubt the priest has sanc-
tioned, but what will the divinity say ? Will not
the axe suddenly rebound, and plunge into the
body of him who wields it ?”

Some trees are still worshipped ; the mountaineer
does not know why, and does not like to be
interrogated on that point; but still in many
places we see oaks respected by the inhabitants,
who have surrounded them with palings to
protect them against animals and wandering
travellers. In ancient Brittany when a man was
in danger of death, and no priest was to be found
in the vicinity, he might make his confession at
the foot of a tree; the branches heard, and their
rustling bore the dying man’s last prayer to
heaven.

All the same if here and there some venerable
trunk is respected, in memory of olden times, the
forest itself no longer inspires holy terror; in our
days the woodcutters do not stand upon such
ceremony as their ancestors, especially when
not making an onslaught on woods serving as a
barrier against avalanches. It is sufficient for
them if only they can cultivate the trees in a
profitable manner, that is to say, gain more by
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the sale of the timber than they have to expend
on cutting down and transporting it. Numbers
of forests still stand in their primeval virgin state,
owing to the difficulty the cultivator finds in
reaching them and sending away the cut-down
trees. But when the means of access are easy,
when the mountains offer good slides down which
with one single push hundreds of yards of dis-
mantled trunks can be sent; when at the foot
of the slope the torrent in the valley is strong
enough to carry the trees in rafts as far as the
plains, or to be able to turn powerful mechanical
saws, then the forests run great risk of being
attacked by woodcutters. If they cultivate in-
telligently, if they carefully regulate their cutting
in such a manner as always to leave harvests
of wood standing for the following years, and to
develop in the forest-ground the greatest possible
power of production, man has but to congratulate
himself upon the new riches he obtains. But
when he hews down and destroys the whole
forest at one blow, as if seized with a fit of
frenzy, is not one tempted to curse ?

The beauty of the forests still left to us upon
the mountain slopes makes us regret those all the
more, of which violent speculators have robbed

L 2
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us. Upon the first slopes, near the plains, clumps
of chestnuts have been spared, thanks to their
leaves, which the peasants collect for their cattle’s
litter, and to their fruit, which the people them-
selves eat of a winter's evening. Few forests,
even in the tropical regions, where we see trees
of the most diverse natures alternate, present
greater picturesqueness and variety than do chest-
nut-woods. The turf-clad slopes extended at the
feet of the trees are sufficiently clear from brush-
wood to permit many views beneath the spreading
branches to be freely opened out before our gaze.
In many places the verdant vault allows the light
of heaven to pass through; the grey of the
shadows and the soft yellow of the rays flicker
with the motion of the foliage; the mosses and
lichens covering the rough bark with their mantle
add to the sweetness of these fugitive lights and
shadows. The trees themselves either rise up
solitarily or in groups of two or three, differing in
form and aspect. Almost all, by the grooves in
their bark and the spreading of their boughs,
seem to have been subjected to a sort of torsion
from left to right; but while some possess toler-
ably smooth boles and regularly bifurcated
branches, others display curious gibbosities, knots,
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excrescences strangely adorned with tufts of
leaves ; there are old trees with enormous trunks
which have lost all their big branches beneath
the violence of storms and have replaced them
by little twigs pointed like spears; others have
retained their boughs but have decayed internally ;
time has gnawed away their stems by hollowing
out deep cavities ; sometimes nothing is left but a
simple shell of wood, covered with bark, to bear
the whole weight of the upper growth. Here
and there, too, upon the ground we notice the
remains of a bole of mighty dimensions ; the tree
itself has disappeared, but all around this vegetable
ruin chestnut trees grow singly, which were
formerly united in the gigantic colonnade, and are
now isolated, shrunken, limited to their meagre
individuality. Thus the forest offers the greatest
variety ; side by side with well-grown trees, superb
in aspect and majestic in carriage, are groups
whose singular forms evoke before our imagination
the monsters of fables or dreams.

Far less varied in their manners are the beeches,
which delight in forming a forest as much as do
the chestnuts. Almost all are upright as columns,
and long open spaces between their shafts allow
our gaze to extend far away. The beeches are
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smooth with radiant bark and lichens; only at
the bottom are they clad with green moss; little
tufts of leaves here and there adorn the lower
part of the stem; but it is about fifteen yards
above the ground that the branches begin to
spread out and unite tree to tree in one continued
vault, pierced by parallel rays flecking the ground.
The forest’s aspect is severe yet hospitable; a
soft light composed of all these radiant clusters,
dyed green by the reflections of the leaves, fills
the avenue and blends with their gloom, pro-
ducing a vague ashen-hued day void of all flashes
of light and yet of all darkness. In this light we
can clearly distinguish everything living at the
feet of these great trees; the creeping insects,
the tiny waving flowers, the fungi and mosses
carpeting the soil and roots; but upon the trees
themselves the white or golden-yellow lichens
and rays are mingled in confusion. The beech
forest constantly changes its aspect according to
the seasons. When autumn comes, its foliage is
tinted with a diversity of hues wherein brown and
red shades predominate, then withers and falls to
the ground, covering it with thick beds of dried
leaves, quivering in the least breath of air. The
sun-light penetrates freely into the forest between
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its bare branches, but so do the snow and fog ;
the wood remains sad and melancholy until spring
arrives, when its early flowers open out beside the
flakes of melting snow, when the blushing buds
spread over the branches like a vague gleam of
dawn.

The forest of firs, growing at the same ele-
vation as the beeches upon the mountain’s side,
but in a different situation, is gloomy and forbid-
ding in a very dissimilar manner. It seems to be
guarding some terrible secret; dull noises issue
from its branches, then die away, to be renewed
again like the distant murmuring of waves. But
it is up above, amongst the boughs, that this
noise is propagated ; below all is calm, impassive,
sinister ; the branches laden with their. dark
foliage bend almost to the ground ; we shudder
as we pass beneath these gloomy vaults. When
winter loads their stalwart boughs with snow
they will not give way, or allow more than a
silvery dust to fall upon the sward. Any one
would say that these trees possessed a tenacious
will, the more powerful in that they are all domi-
nated by one and the same idea. When climbing
up through the forest to the summit of the moun-
tain we see that the trees have to make a greater
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struggle to keep themselves alive in the chilly
atmosphere. Their bark is rougher, their trunks
less straight, their branches more gnarled, their
foliage harder, less abundant ; they could not resist
the snow, the tempests, the cold, save for the
shelter with which they furnish one another;
isolated they would perish, united as a forest
they continue to live. Yet when, on the side of
the peak, the trees forming the first defensive
palisade begin to give way at any one point,
their neighbours are soon shaken and thrown
down by the storm. The forest presents itself
as an army, placing its trees in a row like
soldiers in battle array. Only one or two firs
more robust than the rest, remain in front like
champions. Securely anchored upon the rock,
resting upon their thickset loins, covered with
rugosities and knots as if with armour, they
defy the storm, and here and there proudly
shake their little plume of leaves. 1 saw one
of these heroes who had taken possession of
an isolated peak, and thence overlooked an im-
mense tract of dales and ravines. Its roots, which
the very shallow vegetable mould had not been
able to cover, enveloped the rock for a great
distance; creeping and tortuous as serpents, they
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unite again in a single low gnarled trunk, which
seemed to take possession of the mountain. The
branches of the struggling tree had become con-
torted beneath the efforts of the wind ; but firmly
united they can still brave the onslaught of a
hundred tempests. :

Trees will still grow above the forest of pines
and its little outpost exposed to every storm,
but they are of a species which, far from soaring
straight up to heaven, rather creep along the
ground, and glide timidly into the anfractuosities
to escape from the wind and cold. They de-
velop in breadth ; the branches, serpentine as the
roots, stretch out above them and take advantage
of the small amount of heat radiating from
them ; it is thus that sheep crowd up one against
another to keep warm during the winter nights.
By making themselves small, and presenting but
slight resistance to the storm and a small surface
to the cold, the juniper trees of the mountain
succeed in preserving their existence: we still
see them creeping towards the snowy summits
hundreds of yards above the fir, daring as it
is in its ascent. In the same way shrubs, such
as alpine roses and heaths, contrive to raise
themselves to great altitudes; owing to the
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spherical or domelike form possessed by all the
stems pressed close up together, the wind readily
passes over these vegetable balls. Higher up,
however, indeed, they are obliged to relinquish
their conflict with the cold ; they give place to the
mosses spreading out over the ground, to the
lichens, incorporating themselves with the rock ;
from the stone vegetation came, to it vegetation
must return.
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which we see the black Erebus with its changing
reflections and the magnificent Apollo, that living
flower fluttering above other flowers, are buzzing
in the air; here and there some reptile steals
away between two stones. The forests are very
mute, rarely are birds to be heard singing in
them.

Yet the mountain, a natural fortress rising up
in the midst of plains, has its visitors too; some,
timid fugitives seeking an inaccessible retreat,
others, daring robbers, beasts of prey, which,
from the height of their watch towers, scan
the horizon from afar befor® rushing out upon
their pillaging .expeditions. It is a strange fact,
teaching us only too well to understand man’s
cowardice, that the beasts of the mountain which
destroy and kill one another, are precisely those
which we most admire. We should readily
convert them into kings; and in all myths,
fables, legends, and many an old book of natural
history, that name is really given to them.

To begin with, there are the eagle and other
rapacious birds of prey, which all the lords of the
earth have chosen as emblems, sometimes en-
dowing them with two heads, as if they them-
selves would like to have two beaks wherewith
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to devour. The eagle is beautiful when he is
proudly perched upon a rock, inaccessible to
man, and much more magnificent still when he
sails tranquilly through the air, lord of the skies;
but what signifies his beauty ? If the king,
admires, the shepherd hates him. He is the
enemy of the flock, and its keeper has vowed war
to the death against him. Soon, eagles, vultures,
and griffins shall exist nowhere, save in our
museums ; even NOw in many mountains not a
single nest is to be seen, or if one does remain, it
contains but a solitary defiant bird, so old as to be
semi-impotent, and to be eaten up by parasites.
The bear is also a destroyer of sheep; and
sooner or later the shepherd will exterminate him
in our mountains. Despite his prodigious strength,
and the skill with which he can crush bones, he is
not the favourite of kings, who doubtlessly do not
consider him sufficiently graceful to assign to him
a place in their escutcheons; but, on the other
hand, many a tribe cherishes him for the sake of
his qualities. And even the huntsman who pur-
sues cannot resist a certain affection for him.
.The Ostiak, after having dealt his death-blow and
having stretched him bleeding on the snow,
throws himself upon his knees before the corpse
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to implore its forgiveness: “I have killed you,
O my God! but I was hungry, my family was
hungry, and you are so good that you will
pardon my crime.” Yet the bear does not im-
press us as being a deity ; but how honest, frank
and benevolent he seems! How he appears to
practise all the family virtues! How gentle he
is towards his young, and how gay, frisky, and
frolicsome are they! We must go to the bear’s
den, or his enormous lair comfortably carpeted
with moss, to" find those patriarchal customs
which have been so greatly vaunted. It is true
that from time to time the huge animal gives a
fatal bite to the shepherd’s flock, but is he not as
a rule sobriety itself ? He contents himself with
browsing on leaves, feeding on whortleberries,
devouring combs of honey: perhaps he may even
venture down into the valley, calmly to eat
grapes and pears. A Swiss naturalist, Tsendi,
asserts upon his honour, that if on his way the
honest beast should meet a little girl carrying a
basket of strawberries, he would content himself -
with delicately placing his paw upon the basket
to ask for his share. And when he has entered
man’s employment he is willing, good-humoured
magnanimous, and contemptuous of insults! I
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cannot refrain from regretting this good beast,
whom we shall soon see no more in our moun-
tains, and whose paws the huntsman proudly nails
up against his barn-door. The race will be sup-
pressed, but with what superior intelligence might
we not have tamed and admitted him to take part
in our labours ? _ ,
As to the wolf, no one will regret him when
he shall have entirely disappeared from the moun-
tain. He is a thoroughly malevolent, perfidious,
sanguinary, cowardly, vile fellow!- He thinks of
nothing but tearing his victim to pieces, and
drinking the warm blood as it flows from the
wound. All animals hate him and he hates them,
yet he only ventures to attack the feeble and
wounded. The madness of hunger alone urges
him to throw himself upon those who are stronger
than himself. But then with what eagerness does
he rush upon a fallen prey, an enemy who cannot
defend himself! Even when a wolf falls, still
alive, beneath the huntsman’s bullet, all his com-
panions cast themselves upon him to complete the
work and to quarrel over his carcase. Certainly
bloodthirsty Rome has charged her memory with
all imaginable crimes ; she has razed thousands of
towns, destroyed millions of human beings, gorged
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herself with the earth’s riches; by violence and
perfidy, by infamies without number, she became
the queen of the ancient world, and yet in spite
of all her crimes, she has calumniated herself by
claiming a she-wolf as her mother and patroness.
That people, whose laws under another guise still
govern us, were certainly hard, almost ferocious,
but yet not so bad as the symbol chosen by them
would lead us to believe.

It is a satisfaction for any one who loves the
mountain, to know that the wolf, that odious
creature, is an animal belonging to wide plains.
The destruction of his native forests and the in-
creasing number of huntsmen have obliged him
to seek refuge in the gorges of the heights, but he
is none the less an intruder ; he is so organised as to
be able to perform, in one stage, journeys of fifty
miles across the steppes, not to climb the ac-
clivities of rocks. The animal, the form of whose
body and the elasticity of whose muscles render
him best adapted for springing from rock to rock,
for crossing crévasses, is the graceful chamois, the
antelope of our countries. He is the true in-
habitant of the mountain; no precipice alarms,
no slope of snow stays him; in a few bounds
he climbs dizzy escarpments, where the most
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eager huntsman dare not venture. With one
leap he springs on to points smaller than the space
which his four feet closely put together would
cover; certainly he is an animal belonging to
the earth, but any one would believe him to be
winged. Then too he is gentle and sociable ; he -
would love to mingle with our flocks of goats and
sheep ; no doubt a few efforts would suffice to add
him to our small category of domestic animals;
but it is easier to kill than to rear him, and the few
chamois still left are reserved for the delight of
sportsmen. In all probability that race will soon
disappear. After all, is it not better to die than
to live a slave ?

Other animals have chosen their dwelling
higher still than the chamois, upon the slopes and
rocks surrounded on every side by snow. One of
them is a species of hare, which has understood
cunningly to change his livery in such a manner, ac-
cording to the seasons, as always to be indistinguish-
able from the surrounding soil. It is thus that he
escapes the eagle’s piercing eye. In winter, when
all the slopes are clad with snow, his fur is as
white as the flakes ; in spring tufts of plants and
pebbles appear here and there through the snowy
bed, simultaneously the animal’s coat becomes

M
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dotted with grey spots; in summer he is the
colour of stones and burnt-up grass; then with
the sudden change of season he again as suddenly
changes his skin. Still better protected the
marmot passes his winter in a deep hole where
the temperature always remains equable, in spite
of the thick layers of snow covering the ground ;
and during whole months he suspends the course
of his life until the perfume of flowers and the rays
of spring come to awaken him from his lethargic
sleep. Atlast one of those ever active ever wakeful
rodents, which we encounter everywhere, has
undertaken to reach the summit of the mountains
by hollowing out tunnels and galleries beneath the
snow—I mean a field-mouse. Covered with this
cold mantle he seeks his meagre nourishment in
the ground, and, wonderful to relate, finds it!

Such is the fertility of the earth that it brings
forth for the incessant battle of life, populations
of consumers and victims who carry on their
conflicts in obscurity, more than a thousand yards
above the limit of perpetual snow! Here again,
beneath the beds of the frozen earth, I find once
more that terrible struggle for existence, the
almost invariably hideous spectacle of which had
driven me from the plains.
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Frequently the bird of prey soars higher still,
but it is to travel from one mountain slope to
another, or to gaze far away over the extensive
country and to discover his quarry. The butter-
flies and dragon-flies, carried away by the delight of
flying up towards the sun, sometimes ascend as
far as the loftiest zone of the mountains, and with-
out fore-seeing the cold of the night do not cease
gaily to mount towards the light ; more frequently
still those poor little creatures, such as flies and
other insects, are carried off to the lofty peaks by
hurricanes, and their remains, mingled with the dust,
are strewn over the surface of the snow. Butin
addition to these strangers, who, either voluntarily
or by force, visit the regions of silence and death,
there are other indigenous dwellers who are quite
at home there ; they do not find the atmosphere
too cold or the ground too hardly frozen. The
immense dreary tract of snow lies extended
around them, but the points of the rocks, which
here and there pierce the snowy couch, are for
them an oasis in the midst of the desert; it is
there no doubt, amongst these lichens, that they
find the nourishment necessary for their subsist-
ence. It is marvellous how they thrive, and
naturalists ascertain the fact with astonishment.

M 2
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Spiders, insects, or snow maggots, all these
tiny creatures must know hunger, and perhaps
the divers phenomena of their life are effected
extremely slowly. In this region of hoar-frost
the chrysalises must remain a long time buried
in their apparent sleep of death.

Not only does life exhibit itself by the side of
snow, but the snow itself appears animate in
certain places, so greatly do these animalcule
multiply. Far away we see great red or yellow
spots on the white expanse. It is the snow
rotting, the mountaineers say ; they arise, say the
savants, armed with microscopes, from millions
and millions of crawling creatures, who live, love,
propagate and eat one another up.
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CHAPTER XVI.
GRADATIONS OF CLIMATE.

THosE naturalists who wander about the mountain,
studying the living creatures, plants or animals
inhabiting it, do not confine themselves to study-
ing each species in its actual form and habits;
they also desire to know the extent of its
domain, the general distribution of its repre-
sentatives upon the slopes, and the history of
its race. They consider the countless creatures
of each species, plants, insects or mammalia, as
one immense individual, whose abodes on the
surface of the earth, and whose duration during
the course of ages, we ought thoroughly to
understand.

In climbing up the side of a mountain, the
traveller first remarks how very few are the plants
which accompany him to the summit. Those
which he saw at the bottom, and on the first
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escarpments, he does not meet with again upon
the most elevated slopes, or if a few should still
exist there, they disappear in the vicinity of the
snow, to be replaced by other species. It is one
constant change in the aspect of the flora as we
approach the frigid peaks. But when a plant
indigenous to the lower hills continues to exhibit
itself beside the footpath close to the snow, it
appears gradually to change; down below the
flower has already faded, while on the heights
it is hardly yet in bud; here it has already
spent its summer, yonder up above it is yet in
spring.

We could not measure with a cord the exact
elevation at which this plant ceases to grow, and
that one makes its first appearance. A thousand
conditions of soil and climate labour incessantly
to displace, to widen or to contract the limits
separating the natural domains of the various
species. When the ground changes, rock suc-
ceeding soil, or clay replacing sand, a great
number of plants also give way to one other. Con-
trasts bring about similar results; as, for instance,
whether water washes away the earth, or thereisa
deficiency of it in the parched-up ground ; whether
the wind whistles freely in all its fury, or it
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encounters obstacles acting as protection against
its violence. At the outlet of those necks of
mountains where the hurricanes blow hardest,
certain slopes are so completely swept by the
bitter blast that trees and shrubs as suddeniy
cease to grow beneath this formidable breeze
as they would before a wall of ice. Elsewhere
the vegetation varies according to the steepness
of the escarpments. Nothing but moss grows
upon vertical cliffs; brushwood only can find
a footing upon the dry steep walls of precipices;
where the incline, although less sharp, is yet
inaccessible to man, trees creep along rocks,
and anchor their roots in the fissures; on the
other hand, upon the terraces their trunks rise up
erectly, and their foliage spreads out. The nature
of the trees usually varies as greatly as their
elevation. Wherever the difference of the slopes
is caused by the rocky strata, being more or less
injured by atmospheric agents, the mountain
presents a succession of parallel tiers of vegeta-
tion of the most curious effect. Both stones and
plants change in regular alternations.

Of all the contrasts of vegetation the most
important, upon the whole, is that which is caused
by the different degrees of exposure to the sun’s
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rays. How many times when penetrating into
a very regular valley, overlooked by uniform
slopes, the one turned to the north, the other
exposed to the due south, can we see how this
- difference of light and heat modifies vegetation
on the two sides of the mountain. The contrast
is frequently absolute ; they might be two regions
of the earth some hundreds of miles apart. On
one side are fruit trees, cultivated lands, rich
meadows ; facing it nor fields, nor gardens,
nothing but woods and pastures. Even the
forests growing on the two opposite slopes consist
of totally different species. Up yonder, beneath
the pale light reflected by the northern skies, are
fir trees with their sombre branches ; beneath the
life-giving brilliancy of the south, are larches of
a tender green, luxuriant as an immense espalier.
Man, as have these plants which strive to
expand beneath the sun’s rays, has chosen for his
abode the slopes turned towards the south. On
yonder side houses border the roads in one almost
continued line; snug cottages are scattered, like
grey rocks, upon the upper pastures. On the
other cold side rising up facing it, hardly a single
little house is to be seen sheltering itself within
the bend of a ravine.
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Very different are the mountain slopes in aspect,
climate and vegetation, yet all possess this phe-
nomenon in common, that in ascending them
we might imagine we were going towards the
poles of the world; if we climb up a hundred
yards we seem as if we were transported fifty
miles farther away from the equator. Yonder
peak which we see rising above our heads, con-
tains a flora similar to that of Scandinavia; let us
pass that point to rise still higher and we enter
Lapland : at another still greater altitude we find
the vegetation of Spitzbergen. Each mountain is,
in its plants, a sort of recapitulation of all the
country extending from its base to the polar
regions, across continents and oceans. Botanists
in their narrations often evince the joy, the
emotion they feel when, after having climbed the
naked rocks, crossed the snow, walked beside
yawning chasms, they at last reach a free spot, a
“garden,” whose blooming plants remind them of
some beloved distant northern land, their own
country perhaps, situated millions of yards away.
The miracle of the Thousand and one Nights is
being realised for them, at the cost of some hours’
walking ; here they are transported into another
nature, beneath another climate.
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Every year, some violent but temporary dis-
turbances are produced in this regular stratifica-
tion of flowers. When walking amidst the most
recent landslips, or upon the accumulations of
earth brought by the torrents from the top of
the mountains, the botanist frequently observes
some confusion in the distribution of the vegetable
tribes ; these are phenomena which affect him, for
the result of studying plants is that he ends
by sympathising with them. This sight, making
his heart beat, is caused by the compulsory expa-
triation of plants and mosses violently carried
away into a climate for which they were not
created. In their fall or slip from the top of the
upper escarpments, the rocks brought with them
their flowers, seeds, roots, whole stems. As
would the fragments of a distant planet which
might land the inhabitants of another world upon
the earth, these rocks, descended from the sum-
mit, serve as a means of conveyance for colonies
of plants. The poor little things, astonished to
be breathing another atmosphere, to find them-
selves amid other conditions of cold and heat, of
dryness and moisture, of light and shadow, strive
to become acclimatised in their new country.
Some strangers succeed in holding their own
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against the throng of indigenous plants surround-
ing them, but the greatest number have hard
work to form themselves into groups, to keep
close together like refugees; hated by all the
world, and loving one another all the more fondly,
they are doomed soon to perish. Attacked on
every side by the ancient possessors of the soil,
they end by relinquishing the place which the fall
of their mother-rock had obliged them to take by
force. The botanist, studying them in their novel
surroundings, sees them perish by degrees ; after
some years’ sojourn the colonies are composed of
but a small number of miserable individuals, then
even these remaining creatures are finally ex-
tinguished. It is thus that in our human race,
strange colonies successively die in the midst of a
people which hates them, and beneath a climate
that is adverse to them. .

Despite temporary irregularities, the stratifica-
tion of flowers upon the mountains’ sides does
after all preserve the character of a steadfast
law.

Whence proceeds this strange distribution of
plants on the globe’s surface? Why have the
original species of the most distant countries thus
herded in tiny colonies on the high escarpments
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of mountains? No doubt the pollen of some
may have been carried by birds or even by
stormy winds, but most of these species possess
seeds on which no birds feed, and which are too
heavy to have adhered to their feathers or claws.
Amongst those plants from the cold regions
which colonise the mountain there are even
entire families growing from bulbs, and certainly
neither wind nor birds could have carried them
across continents and seas.

Thus, then, these plants must have been pro-
pagated from one place to another, by gradual
encroachment, as they are in our fields and
meadows. Small colonists whom we now see
in the high ‘“gardens” surrounded with snow,
have slowly ascended from the lower plains, while
other plants of the same species, moving in a
contrary direction, bend their steps towards the
polar regions where they are now located. No
doubt, then, the climate of our fields was as cold
as is in our days that of the most elevated
summits and of the boreal zone ; but little by little
the temperature becomes softer, the plants which
luxuriated in the rude cold breeze were obliged
to take flight, the one to the north, the other
to the slopes of the mountains. Of these two
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fugitive bands, separated by an unceasingly in-
creasing zone, occupied by hostile species, the
one, that which retreated towards the mountains,
beheld the’ space diminishing before it propor-
tionately with the augmenting mildness of the
climate ; first it occupied the lower chains of the
base, then the medium points, then the lofty peaks,
and now some have for their last refuge the
supreme ridges of the mountain. When the cli-
. mate becomes cold again, in consequence of some
cosmical change, the little plants will recommence
their journeys towards the plain; victorious in
their turn, they will drive away before them the
species demanding a milder temperature. Ac-
cording to the alternations of their climates and
of their immense cycles, the armies of plants
advance or retire along the surface of the globe,
leaving behind them bands of laggards who
reveal to us what was formerly the route of the
main body.

The same phenomena exist amongst human
tribes as in those of plants and animals. During
the variations of the climate, the people of the
different races who could not accommodate them-
selves to the changing medium, moved slowly north-
or southwards, driven away by the cold or exces-
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sive heat. Unhappily history, which had not then
begun to exist, has not been able to relate to us
this wandering to and fro of the different peoples,
besides which, in his great migrations, man invari-
ably obeys a variety of passions which he cannot
analyse. How many tribes have thus moved
and changed their dwelling without knowing
what was urging them forward. They then
related in their traditions how they had been
guided by a star or a pillar of fire, even how they
had followed the flight of an eagle or planted
their feet in the tracks left by the sabdoz of a
bison. )

If history is mute, or at least very reticent,
as to the marches and counter-marches imposed
upon the people by the changes of climate,
it suffices, on the other hand, to see how upon
the opposite sides of most of the mountains
the differences amongst men respond to those
of the temperature and of the atmosphere.
When the contrast of climate on each side of
the mountain is very slight, either because the
direction of the whole range of heights is from
north to south, or because winds of the same
origin and bringing the same amount of moisture
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irrigate the same slopes, then the men of one and
the same race can spread freely from one part to
another, give themselves up to the same culture,
the same industries, practise the same customs.
The wall rising up between them, and which is
perhaps interrupted with numerous breaches, is
not a separating rampart. But when every here
and there one of the slopes belonging to the
mountain and the whole series of summits attached
to it is turned to the north and its cold winds, while
the opposite incline receives an abundance of soft
rays from the south ; or again, when on one side
the vapours of the sea pour down in torrents,
while on the other side the ravines always remain
dry, then certainly flora, fauna, and humanity on
both sides will present the most remarkable con-
trasts. Each step made by the traveller after he
has attained the crest places him in the presence
of a new nature ; he penetrates into another world,
where discovery succeeds discovery. Now he
stops before an odoriferous plant which he had
never seen; a strange butterfly flutters before
him ; while he is studying new species, vegetable
or animal, or he is seeking to explain to himself
all the features of this hitherto unknown nature,



.
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a shepherd comes towards him; it is a man of
different race, of different civilization—his very
speech is different.

While separating two zones of climate, the
crest of the mountain thus also separates two
nations ; it is a constant phenomenon in all
countries of the world, where conquest has not
ruthlessly mixed or suppressed the races, and
even in spite of the violence of conquests this
normal contrast between the populations of the
two sides has been frequently re-established. Take
for instance the history of Italy. The splendour
of this country fascinated the barbarians of the
north and north-east. How often have the
German and French people, attracted by the
riches of its territory, by the treasures of its towns,
the flavour of its fruits, the beauty of its women,
flung themselves in armed bands upon the plains
surrounded by the stupendous hemicycle of the
Alps! In vain have they massacred, burned
destroyed ; in vain installed themselves in the
places of the vanquished; built towns and con-
structed citadels for themselves ; the native popu-
lation has always resumed its power, and the
strangers, Celts or Teutons, have been obliged to
recross the Alps.
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The mountains, too, relatively insignificant
protuberances on the surface of the globe, simple
obstacles which man can ordinarily cross in one
day, acquire great historical importance as the
natural frontiers between the different nations.
They owe this #4/¢ in the life of mankind less
to the want of roads, to the steepness of their
escarpments, to their zone of snow and sterile
rocks, than to the diversity and frequently to the
hostility of the populations seated at the two
opposite bases. The history of the past teaches
us that every natural boundary placed between
two peoples in the form of an obstacle difficult
to surmount, be it plateau, mountain, desert or
river, was at the same time a moral frontier for
mankind ; just as in fairy tales people fortified
themselves with an invisible wall, erected by
hatred and contempt. Any man coming from
beyond the mountains was not merely a stranger,
he was an enemy. The nations hated one
another; but sometimes a shepherd, superior to
all his race, would sweetly sing some simple words
of love while gazing far away beyond the mountains.
He at least knew how to surmount the lofty
barrier of rocks and snow; by means of his
heart he knew how to make a home for himself

N
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on both sides of the mountain. One of our
old Pyreneean songs relates this triumph of love
over nature, and over the traditions of national
hatred :

¢¢ Baicha-bous, montagnes ! Planos, haoussa-bous;
Daqué pousqui bede oun soun mas amous !”

“ Baissez-vous, montagnes ! plaines, haussez-vous ;
Et que je puisse voir ol sont mes amours !”
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CHAPTER XVII.
THE FREE MOUNTAINEER.

THE crumpling up of the terrestrial surface into
mountains and valleys is thus a leading feature in
the history of nations, and often it explains their
journeys, their migrations, their conflicts, their
various destinies ; it is thus that a mole-hill rising
up in a meadow, in the midst of eager popu-
lations of insects, hurrying to and fro, immediately
changes all their plans and causes the route of the
travelling tribes to diverge in various directions.
While its enormotis mass separates the nations
besetting the slopes on every side, the mountain
also protects the inhabitants, usually very few in
number, who have come to seek refuge in its
valleys. It shelters them, it makes them its own,
imposes special customs upon them, a certain
style of life, a peculiar character. Whatsoever
may have been his original race, the moun-
N 2
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taineer has become such as he is beneath the
influence of his surroundings; the fatigue of the
ascents and toilsome descents; the simplicity of
his food; the rigour of the winter’s cold; the
struggles with hardships, have made an excep-
tional man of him, have imparted to him carriage,
gait, and movements very different from those
of his neighbours in the plains. Besides this
they have endowed him with a mode of thinking
and feeling which distinguish him; they have
reflected in his mind, as in that of the sailor,
something of the serenity of great horizons; in
many places also they have guaranteed him the
- inappreciable treasure of liberty.

One of the great causes contributing to main-
tain the independence of certain mountain tribes
is that for them mutual assistance in work and
combined efforts are a necessity. All are useful
to each, and each is useful to all; the shepherd
who goes to the elevated pastures to watch flocks
belonging to the community is not least necessary
to the general prosperity. When any disaster takes
place, all are obliged to give their help to repair
the evil; an avalanche has buried some cabins,
all work at removing the snow; the rain has
made ravines in the fields cultivated in terraces
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on the slopes, all busy themselves to restore the
earth that has slipped down into the bottoms, and
bring it back in basketsful to the declivities whence
it fell down ; the overflowing torrent has covered
the meadows: with pebbles; all 'are employed in
freeing the grass from the débris which smothersit.
In winter, when it is dangerous to venture into
the snow, they count upon each other’s hospitality ;
they are all brothers, they are members of one
family. Just the same when they are attacked;
they resist with one accord, are stirred, so to say,
by one single idea. Moreover, the life of inces-
sant struggles, of unbroken combats with dangers
of every kind, perhaps, too, the pure healthy air
which they breathe, makes hardy death-despising
men of them. Peaceable toilers, they never attack,
yet they know how to defend themselves.

The protecting mountain provides them with
the means to shield themselves against invasion.
It defends the valley by narrow defiles, where a
few men would suffice to guard the entrance
against whole bands ; it conceals its fertile vales in
the hollows of lofty terraces, whose escarpments
appear to be insurmountable ; in certain places it is
perforated with caverns communicating with each
other, and capable of serving as hiding places.
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Upon the wall of a defile, which I frequently
visited, stood one of these hidden fortresses. It
was with the greatest difficulty that I could
reach the entrance, by clinging to the anfractu-

osities of the rock, and by calling to my aid several
~ stems of boxwood, which had inserted their roots
in the clefts. How much more difficult would
the escalade have been for besiegers! Blocks
of rock piled up before the entrance to the
cave were ready to roll and rebound from
point to point down to the very torrent. On
each side of the entrance the rock, absolutely
upright and polished, did not leave room for an
adder to slip through; above, the cliff overhung,
and like a gigantic porch protected the aperture.
In addition to this a great wall half shut it in.
Thus then, unless taken by surprise, the grotto
was unapproachable for all assailants. The enemy
would be obliged to limit themselves to keep--
ing watch from afar; but when at last, hearing
not the slightest sound come forth, they finally
ventured in to count the bodies, they would find
the subterranean galleries perfectly empty. The
occupants had glided from cavern to cavern;
until they reached another still more secret place
of egress amid the brushwood. The chase had
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to commence afresh. Sometimes, alas! it termi-
nated in the capture of the game! Man is the
prey of man. :

In certain localities where the mountain does
not offer propitious cavities, an isolated rock
in the valley, one with upright facets, would
serve as a fortress. Cut perpendicularly on the
three sides whose base is surrounded by the
torrent, it was inaccessible excepting from one
quarter, and on that side the little troop of
mountaineers, who desired to make it both their
watch-tower and their hiding-place in case of
retreat, had but to continue the work begun
by nature. They cut away the rock, rendered it
impassable for human footsteps, and left but one
single subterranean entrance hewn out of the thick-
ness of the rock with a crowbar. Once they had
entered their eyrie, the inhabitants of the fortress
blocked up the entrance by means of huge pieces
of rock ; a bird only was thus able to pay them
a visit. Architecture was not at all needed for
this citadel. Perhaps, however, from a species of
coquetry the mountaineer would border the edge
of the precipice with a crenellated wall, which
permitted his children safely to play upon the
whole extent of the plateau, and from whose
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top he could more easily spy out everything
showing itself on any portion of the mountain’s
slopes. In many mountainous countries of the
East, where the valleys are peopled with races
hostile to one another, and where consequently
the murder of a manis esteemed a mere peccadillo,
numbers of these rocky fortresses are still in-
habited. When a guest arrives at the foot of the
escarpment he announces his presence by shouting.
Thereupon a basket descends through an open
trap in the rock, the traveller gets into it, and the
stalwart arms of his friends above slowly hoist up
the heavy conveyance as it gyrates in the air.

If the abrupt rocks of the high valleys served
to defend peaceable populations against all incur-
sions, the little protuberances of the plain, on the
other hand, acted as watch and pillage stations
for some predatory baron.

How many villages, even in our country, show
by their architecture that until quite recently war
was permanent, and that at every moment it was
necessary to expect an attack from lords or
brigands. There are no isolated houses on the
hill-sides void of means of defence ; all the hovels,
like sheep frightened by the storm, have been
huddled together, resembling one vast heap of
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stones. From below it looks like a mere con-
tinuation of the rock, an indentation of the
summit, now shining in the light, now black in the
shadow ; it is approached by dizzy steps, which
each morning the peasants must descend to
cultivate their fields, which they must wearily
ascend each evening after the day’s long toil.
One entrance alone gives access to the hamlet,
and upon the side towers can still be seen the
traces of portcullises and other means of defence ;
not one window looks out over the expanse of the
surrounding valleys ; the only openings are loop-
holes, through which formerly passed javelins
and the muzzles of guns. Even now-a-days the
descendants of these unhappy people, besieged
generation after generation, are afraid to build
their dwellings in the middle of their fields. They
could have done so, but custom, of all tyrants that
which receives most obedience, still pens them up
in the ancient prison. '
The higher valleys of the mountain were free
to the mountaineers; but outside the narrow
passages, wherein no aggressor had ever ventured
with impunity, an almost isolated cliff bore the
strong castle of a baron. From up yonder, the
brigand ennobled by his own crimes, and by those
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of his ancestors, could command the surrounding
plains as well as the ravines and defiles of the
mountain. Like a serpent coiled up on a rock,
and raising its restless head to watch a nestful of
tiny birds, the bandit watches from the height of
his keep ; he dare not attack the mountaineers in
their valley, but at least he promises himself to
surprise and subdue those who venture into the
plain. ‘

The castle belonging to the noble destroyer of
all wayfarers now lies in ruins. A stony foot-
path obstructed by briars has replaced the road
along which the warriors made their glad horses
caracole, when setting out upon an expedition, up
which toiled the captive merchants, in chains, and
their mules, heavily laden with booty. At the spot
where the drawbridge stood, the moat has been
filled up with stones, and since then the wind
and the feet of the passers-by have brought to
it a little vegetable soil into which elder trees .
have forced their roots. The walls have to a
great extent given way; enormous fragments as
big as rocks lie scattered on the ground; else-
where stony rubbish fallen into the moat fill it
half way up, its sides are thickly covered with
chickweed. The great court wherein formerly
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armed men assembled before all pillaging ex-
peditions is encumbered with rubbish, intersected
with quagmires ; we hardly dare attempt to make
our way through the thicket of shrubs and tall
grass; we are afraid of stepping upon some
viper hidden between two stones, or of falling
into the opening of some still yawning ownbliette ;
let us, however, proceed, carefully picking our
way. We arrive at the edge of a well which
fortunately is ‘encircled with the remains of
coping-stones. Timidly we bend over the black
jaws of the chasm, and strive to sound the depth
through the hart’s-tongue and bracken grown over
it. We fancy that we can discern at the bottom
the feeble reflection of a ray of light which has
strayed into the abyss; we fancy that we hear
ascending to us a sound as of a suppressed
murmur. Is it a wandering current of air
eddying in the well? Is it a spring whose
water oozes through the stones and trickles down
drop by drop ? Is it a salamander crawling about
in the water, causing it to hiss,—who knows?
Formerly, says tradition, the confused noises
issuing from these depths were the despairing
cries and sobs of victims. The water of the well
rests upon a bed of bones.
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With an effort I turn my eyes from the chasm
which fascinates me, and bring them back to the
square mass of the keep, shining in broad day-
light. The other towers have fallen in, this alone
remains standing ; it has even retained some of
the battlements of its coping. The walls, grown
yellow beneath the sun, are still polished as on
the morrow of the day when the lord held his
first feast in the great hall, hardly a crack or a
scratch is to be seen; only the wood and iron
work of the narrow windows set in embrasures
have disappeared. In the thick walls, five yards
above the ground, is an aperture which was the
entrance-door ; a large, stone jutting out forms
the threshold, and the top of the pointed arch is
ornamented with rude carving bearing a curious
monogram and relics of the ancient baronial
device. The movable staircase which used to be
attached to the threshold no longer exists, and
the zealous archzologist who seeks to read or
rather to divine the few proud words carved in
the stone, is obliged to have recourse to a ladder.
In order to obtain access to the interior of the
tower, the peasants have made use of more
violent measures; they have cut a hole in the
wall, on a level with the ground. This no doubt
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was rough treatment, but perhaps they were
animated by their thirst for vengeance upon this
keep, wherein numbers of their people had died
from starvation or torture ; perhaps, also, they
imagined that they should find some hidden
treasure within it.

I pass through this breach with some sense
of apprehension ; the air inside, to mingle with
which no ray of sun ever comes, freezes me
before I have fairly entered. Yet light descends
to the bottom of the tower ; the roof has fallen in,
the floors have been burned in some bygone fire,
and here and there are to be seen, half-fastened
into the walls, the remains of blackened rafters.
" All this wreck of stones, wood, and cinders has
become. mixed up together by degrees into a sort
of paste which the waters from the sky, descend-
ing as if into the bottom of a well, constantly
keep damp. Sticky mud covers this soft ground,
whereon slips my foot as I venture to put it
down with a feeling of repugnance. I seem to
be imprisoned in this horrible dungeon ; my only
feeling is one of disgust as I breathe this stale

mephitic air. And yet it is pure in comparison

with that odour of decay and bones issuing
from the jagged mouth of the underground
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dungeons. I bend over the black hole and seek
to discern something ; but I can see nothing.
I should indeed have to possess sight sharpened
by long obscurity to distinguish the reflections,
lost in this obscurity. Sinister hole! I am
ignorant of the murders in which it had been an
accomplice, but I shudder with fear when I see
it; and as if to seek strength, I look up towards
the blue sky enframed by the four great walls of
the tower. A disturbed screech-owl whirls about
up above uttering its shrill cry.

A staircase formed in the thickness of the
wall, enables me to climb up to the battlements.
Several steps are worn away, and the staircase is
thus converted into an inclined plane, most diffi-
cult to ascend ; but by supporting myself by the
walls, clinging to the projections, slipping into
the dust only to raise myself up again, I end in
reaching the coping of the tower. The stone is
broad and I run no risk, yet I hardly dare move
a couple of steps lest I should be overcome by
dizziness. I am perched up so high, in the
regions of birds and clouds between two abysses.

On one side is the back gulf of the tower, on
the other the luminous depth of the rocks and
slopes lighted by the sun. ' The. crag bearing
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the keep looks like another tower, several
hundred yards high, and the river winding at
its feet produces the effect of a mere moat of
defence. Tradition tells how one of the ancient
lords of the district sometimes amused himself by
making his prisoners jump down from the terrace
of the keep. He reserved for his most detested
enemies a lingering death in the hole of the
oubliettes ; but the captives against whom he had
no cause for hatred, were called upon to show,
when casting themselves from the tower, with what
courage and good grace they could die. Of an
evening these deeds would be talked over round
the smoking-board, the contortions of those who
recoiled in horror from the abyss would be
laughed at, those applauded who with one bound
had flung themselves into space. The noble
lord died in a convent in the neighbourhood, in
the “ odour of sanctity.”

The lowly little houses, with their roofs of slate
or thatch constituting the ancient feudatory village,
were irregularly clustered at the foot of the crag.
What changes have been accomplished, not only
in the institutions and customs, but also in the
human mind, since the lord thus kept all his’
subjects under his eyes and feet, since the heir to
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his name grew up, saying to himself of these
badly clothed beings, whom he saw moving about
below: “If I wish it, all these men are food for
my sword!” How then would it have beén
possible for even the gentlest, most gifted son of
these nobles not to feel his bosom swell with
fierce pride at the contemplation of all this ex-
panse of country subject to him, of this grovelling
village, these abject clods herding on the dung-
heap ? He might have been ready in his infancy
to believe that all men have an equal right to hap-
piness; he might have deemed himself to be born
of the same clay, when one single glance over the
country, from the top of the lordly terrace of his
keep, would have sufficed to undeceive him. To
believe in equality—not in joy, but in despair or
remorse—it was necessary for him to leave his
castle, to fly to the gloomy convent in some
narrow valley, and to beat his brow upon the floor
of some church.

In our days the descendant of these ancient
cavaliers no longer requires to act as the jailer ot
a village, nor to watch the inhabitants with a
jealous eye, unless at least he has become the
proprietor of some works, while the villagers
people his factory. The villa which he has built
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upon the slope of some hill-side, is, so to say,
kept out of sight. The nearest group of houses
is marked by a curtain of big trees, and if the
remote villages .do peep out here and there, they
are but simple motives in the landscape, features
in the grand picture. The lord of the castle is
no longer the master; of what use then would it
be for him to give to his house a commanding
position ? — solitude, in which he could enjoy
nature in peace, were better for him.

Thus, since the middle ages, village and castle
have ceased to constitute a world of their own,
voluntarily or compulsorily they have entered
into a larger one, into a society in which there
is more room for conflicts, in which progress
brings about a result grander in a very different
way. The little kingdom of which the lord
was absolute master, is in these days but a
simple district, and the descendant of the ancient
barons has now no work for his ancestor’s rusty
sword to do. Perhaps he may still try to retain
some of these apparent or real privileges of his
father's power, which are left to him; perhaps,
while resigning himself to his 74/ of subject
or citizen, he simply loses himself in the crowd.
In all cases it is other kings and nations who

0
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have benefited by his ancestor’'s fights and
conquests. While they during long years of
warfare against the mountaineers had succeeded
in forcing the latter into their retreats, obliging
them to remove the frontier of their domains
to the snowy crests, in their turn they have
had to receive the visit of some invader, and
the limit which they had set to their possessions
became lost in the vast circumference of a powerful
empire.

A curious name which is to be met with in
many parts of the mountains caused me to dream
of things of the past. In a ravine, merely a slight
dip in the ground, a spring which would hardly
be visible did not a ray of the sun reveal its
existence, gleams from afar like a little sparkling
diamond. I draw near, the leaves of the water-
cress alternately bend and rise up again beneath
the silvery drops passing over them ; birds flutter
round me, and the plant, bathing its roots in the
hidden water, darts its green stems and flowers
out far above the withered turf of the pastures.
This little patch of verdure which the shepherds
see from afar upon the grey burnt-up-looking face
of the mountain slopes, is the “ Fountain of the
three Lords.”

~
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Why this strange appellation ? How could so
trivial a spring have thus assumed the name of
three potentates? The legend of the mountains
tells us that at a very ancient period, in the times
when strong castles surrounded with moats rose
up on all the crags of the defiles, three counts,
who chanced not to be at war, went out hunting
in the vicinity of the little fountain. They were
weary with their long chase in pursuit of wild
boars and stags, and the sweat ran down their
brows. Their crowd of servitors pressed round
them, vying with one another in offering them
wine and metheglyn; but the tiny thread of
water trickling through the fissure of the rock
seemed a more agreeable beverage than any of
the liquors poured into silver goblets. One after
another they bent over the little basin of the
spring, pushed aside with their hands the weeds
floating on the surface of the water, and drank as
if simple shepherds or fawns from the mountains.
Then they looked at one another, held out the
hand of friendship, and lying down on the grass
began to chat merrily. The weather was fine,
the sun had already descended low on the
horizon, some scattered clouds cast long shadows
upon the ripening cornfields in the plains, here

02
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and there delicate smoke curled up from the
villages. The three companions felt in a good
humour. Until then their vast domains in the
mountain had had no precise limits ; they decided
that henceforth the spring whose icy thread of
water had allayed their thirst should be the point
of separation for the three counties. The one
was to follow the right, the other the left bank
of the streamlet, the third should occupy the
whole of the brow of the hill extending from
the source to the neighbouring summit, and from
there to the opposite side. In testimony of
the treaty just concluded the three lords filled
their hands with several little drops from the
fountain, and each sprinkled them over the turf
of his domain.

But alas ! those beautiful days are not to last,
and the noble counts are not always smiling or
good friends. The three comrades quarrelled,
war broke out. Vassals, burghers and peasants cut
each other’s throats in the forests and ravines,
with a view to removing the boundaries of the
three counties, The plain was devastated, and
for several generations torrents of blood flowed
for the sake of the possession of that drop of
water trickling up above upon the peaceful
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heights. At last peace is made, and if war
commence again it will not now be amongst
the three barons, nor for the conquest of a
simple fountain, but between puissant sovereigns,
and for the possession of immense territories
containing mountains, forests, rivers and populous
towns. They are no longer badly armed bands
massacring one another ; they are hundreds of
thousands of men provided with the most
scientific means of destruction, who fling them-
selves upon and kill each other. There is
no doubt that humanity does progress, but at
~ the sight of these terrible conflicts one is some-
times led to doubt it !

How happy then, it would appear, must be
those retired populations in the loftily situated
valleys who have never to suffer warfare, or who
at least, in spite of the flux and reflux of armies
~on the march, have ended in preserving their
pristine independence. Many races of moun-
taineers, protected by their enormous groups
of mountains joined together, have experienced
this good fortune of remaining free. They
know that it is not merely to the heroism ot
their hearts, to the strength of their arms, to
the unity of their purpose, that they owe the
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bliss never to have been subdued by powerful
neighbours. It is also to their great Alps that
they must return thanks ; these are the steadfast
columns which have defended the entrance to
their temple.
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CHAPTER XVIIIL
CRETINS.

By the side of these strong, valiant men, with
their stout chests, their piercing glance, who
climb the rocks with steady steps, hideous masses
of living flesh drag themselves along; they are
cretins, with drooping goitres. Yet amongst these
masses are many who cannot even do so much;
there they sit upon filthy chairs, swinging their
bodies and heads from side to side, allowing
the saliva to run down their dirty rags. These
creatures cannot walk ; there are some who have
not even been able to acquire the primordial art
of carrying their food to their mouths: they are
fed with pap until they are surfeited, and when
they feel the soft nourishment slip down into
their stomachs they utter a little grunt of satis-
faction. Such are the last representatives of that
humankind, *“ whose countenances were created to
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look upon the stars.” What a wide distance lies
between Apollo of Pythion’s ideal head and that
of the poor cretin, with his sightless eyes and his
distorted grimaces! Much more beautiful is the
reptile’s head, for it resembles its own type and
we do not expect to see it different, while the
face of the idiot is a hideously degenerate form ;
we see from afar what seems to us to be a man,
and the intelligence of the beast is not even
displayed upon those discordant features !

As a climax of horror, the rudimentary senti-
ments revealed in this unhappy creature are
not always good. Some cretins are malevolent.
These grind their teeth, utter fierce roars, make
angry gesticulations with their clumsy arms; they
stamp upon the ground, and if they were left alone
would devour the flesh and drink the blood of
those who tend them so devotedly. What
matters this rage to the simple and good moun-
taineers ? In spite of it they have given to the
poor idiots the names of “cretins,” ‘“ créstias,” or
“innocents,” in the belief that these creatures,
incapable of reasoning about their actions and of
arriving at the comprehension of evil, enjoy the
privilege of bearing no sin upon their conscience.
Christians from their cradle, they could not fail to
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go straight to heaven. Itis thus that in Mussul-
man countries the crowd prostrates itself before
madmen and monomaniacs, and glories in being
touched by their spittle or excrements. Since in
their human form they live without the pale of
humanity, there can be no doubt that they
constitute a divine dream !

Yet amongst these unfortunates there are some
who are really good, who love to do their best in
their narrow. circle. One day I had gone down
into the valley to ascend by the other side to a
plateau of pastures, in the midst of which I had
seen from afar the waters of a small lake. With-
out stopping, I had passed a little damp hut,
surrounded by some alders, and leisurely pursued
a path faintly marked by animals’ feet, at the
side of a rapid stream. I had already gone
more than a stone’s throw beyond the hut when 1
heard behind me a heavy, hurried step; at the
same time stertorous almost rattling breathing
proceeded from the creature pursuing and gaining
upon me. [ turned round and saw a poor cretin,
whose goitre, shaken by the chase, swayed heavily
from shoulder to shoulder. I had great difficulty
in restraining an ejaculation of horror, on seeing
this human mass advancing towards me, throwing



202 THE HISTORY OF A MOUNTAIN.

herself alternately first on to one leg and then on
to the other. The monster made a sign to me to
wait, then stopped before me, looking fixedly at
me with vacant eyes and puffing her rattling
breath into my face. With a warning gesture
she pointed to the defile into which I was about
to enter, then joined her hands to show me that
sharp rocks barred the passage. ‘ There, there!”
she uttered, indicating a more distinctly marked-
out footpath, rising as it winds up the incline and
reaches a plateau by which it goes round the
impassable defile in the bottom. When she saw
me follow her good advice and begin to climb the
slope, she uttered two or three grunts of satis-
faction, followed me with her eyes for some time,
then retired quietly, happy to have performed a
good action. I confess I felt that I was humiliated
rather than she. A creature afflicted by nature,
horrible, a kind of thing without form and with-
out name, had not rested until she had saved me
from a wrong step; and I, a proud man, I who
knew myself to be endowed by nature with a
certain amount of reason, and who had reached
the sense of moral responsibility, how many times
had I not, without saying a word, allowed other
men, and even those whom I called my friends,
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to enter upon much more formidable paths than a
defile in the mountains? The idiot, the goitrous
woman, had taught me my duty. Thus, even in
what appeared to me to be lower than humanity,
I found that benevolence so often lacking in
those who think themselves great and strong. No
creature is too low to fall beneath love and even
respect. Who thenis right—the ancient Spartan,
who threw all mal-formed children into a chasm,
or the mother who, while weeping, suckles and
caresses her idiot, deformed son? Certainly we
cannot say that the mothers are wrong who
struggle against all hope to rescue their children
from death ; but society must come to the assist-
ance of these unfortunates, with science and
affection to cure those who are curable, to give all
happiness possible to those whose condition is
hopeless, and to do its utmost, that hygienic
practice and the comprehension of physiological
laws may more and more reduce the number of
similar births.

A regular course of education can refine these
dull natures, and when a mother’s affection is
followed up by the solicitude of a companion
who succeeds in teaching the poor innocent to
accomplish some rude task, he by degrees
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becomes developed, and ends by showing some-
thing like a gleam of intelligence upon his face.
Amongst the innumerable pictures graven in
my memory while crossing the mountain, I
discover one which still after long years touches
and moves me. It was evening, towards one
of the latter days in summer. The meadows
in the valley were mown a second time, and
here and there I perceived little haycocks whose
sweet scent was wafted to me by the breeze. 1
was walking along a winding path, enjoying the
freshness of the evening, the perfume of the plants,
the beauty of the peaks lighted up by the declining
sun. Suddenly, at a turn in the road, I found my-
self in the presence of a singular group. A goitred
cretin was harnessed by cords to a species of cart
filled with hay. Without any difficulty he drew
the heavy vehicle, seeing neither bogs nor the
great scattered blocks, and pulling as if with blind
force. But by his side was his little brother, a
pretty active child with an intelligent smiling face ;
it was he who saw and thought for the monster.
By a sign, a touch,” he made his brother in-
cline to the right or the left to avoid obstacles,
hastening or slackening his speed; with him the
lad formed a yoke, of which he was the mind
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and the other the body. Asthey passed, the boy
greeted me with a pleasant gesture, and pushing
Caliban with his elbow, made him remove his
cap and turn his soul-less eyes towards me. Yet
I seemed to see something in them like a gleam
-of a human sentiment of respect and friendship.
And I, with a feeling of reverence, greeted this
touching group, this symbol of humankind.

Left to himself, and rejoicing merely in the
instinctive lights of an animal, the cretin can
sometimes accomplish things which would be
above the power of an intelligent man filled with
the consciousness of his own importance. Fre-
quently my companion the shepherd had re-
lated to me the story of a fall he had met with
down a c¢révasse in the glacier, and when he
spoke of it horror would still be depicted upon
his face. He was sitting upon the talus, close
-to the edge of a glacier, when a stone in falling
caused him to lose his balance, and, without
being able to stop himself, he slipped into a
yawning chasm opening out between the rock
and the compact mass of the ice; suddenly he
found himself as if at the bottom of a well,
hardly able to perceive one ray of light from the
skies. He was stunned, contused, but none of
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his limbs were broken. Impelled by the instinct
of self-preservation, he managed to cling to the
walls of the rock and to climb up from projection
to projection, until within a few yards of the
aperture ; there he beheld the sun once more,
the pastures, the sheep and his dog, who was
watching him with fervent eyes. But having
reached this ledge, the shepherd could climb no
farther; above, the rock was smooth on every
side, leaving nothing for his hand to grip. The
animal was as desperate as his master ; he flung
himself from side to side, upon the edge of the
precipice ; he gave vent to several short barks,
then suddenly sped off like a dart in the direction
of the valley. The shepherd had nothing more
to fear. He knew that the good dog was gone
in search of help, and that he would soon return
accompanied by, shepherds with ropes. Never-
theless during the period of suspense he passed
through horrible agonies of despair ; he felt as if
the faithful brute would never return; he saw
himself dying of hunger upon his rock, and asked
himself with horror if the eagles would not come
to tear morsels of flesh from his limbs before he
was quite dead. And yet he recollected per-
fectly how, in a similar case, an “innocent” had
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behaved. Having fallen to the bottom of a
crevasse, whence it was impossible for him to
ascend, the cretin had not exhausted himself with
useless efforts ; he waited patiently, beating his
feet upon the ground so as to keep up animal
warmth, and thus waited patiently through a
whole evening, a whole night, then through half
of the following day. At last having heard his
name shouted by those in search of him, he
responded, and soon after was drawn up out of
the gulf. His only complaint was that he had
been very cold.

But whatever, alas! may be the privileges and
immunities of the cretin, even although the unfor-
tunate creature has no need to fear the cares and
deceptions of the man who carves out his own
path in life, it is not the less necessary to strive to
wrest the cretin out of his “innocence,” and his
disgusting maladies, in order to give him, at the
- same time as physical strength, a sense of his
own moral responsibility. He must be made to
enter into the companionship of free men, and to
cure and elevate him it is necessary first to know
what have been the causes of his degeneracy.
Learned men, bending over their retorts and
books, offer opposite opinions ; some say that the
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deformity of the goitre proceeds principally from
the want of iodine in the drinking water, and that
by inter-breeding moral deformity ends in being
added to that of the body; the others rather
believe that goitre and cretinism are produced
by the water, which, descended from the snow,
-has not had time to be sufficiently stirred and
aerated before it reaches the village, or else by
having passed over rocks containing magnesia.
It is certain that bad water can frequently con-
tribute to germinating and developing disease ;
but is that all ?

It is enough to enter one of those cabins in
which the idiots are born and vegetate, to see
that there exist other causes for their lamentable
position. The habitation is gloomy and smoky ;
the chests, the table, the rafters are worm-eaten ;
in corners into which our eyes cannot thoroughly
penetrate we perceive indistinct forms covered
with filth and spiders’-webs. The earth which
does duty for a floor is left constantly damp, and
as if viscous from all the rubbish and impure water
covering it. The air breathed in that confined
space is foul and fetid. Sometimes the odours of
smoke, rancid lard, mouldy bread, worm-eaten
wood, dirty linen, human emanations, can all be
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simultaneously perceived. At night every aperture
is closed to prevent the cold from without pene-
trating into the chamber; grandparents, father,
mother, children, all sleep in a sort of shelved
cupboard, whose curtains are closed by day,
where during the night's slumber a dense air
accumulates, far more impure even than that in
the rest of the cabin. Nor is this all ; during the
cold of the winter, the family, in order to keep
themselves warmer, migrate from the ground-floor
and descend into the cellar, which at the same
time serves for a stable. - On one side. are the
animals lying on dirty straw, on the other the men
and women sleeping beneath their grimy sheets.
A gutter separates the two groups of vertebrate
mammals, but the air breathed is common to all.
Nor, again, can this air, penetrating through
narrow chinks, be renewed for many weeks, on
account of the snow covering the ground; it is
necessary to dig out a sort of chimney through
which nothing but a wan ray of light descends.
In these cellars day itself resembles a polar night.

Is it astonishing that in such dwellings, scrofu-
lous, rickety, deformed children should be born ?
From the first week numberless newly-born babes
are shaken by terrible convulsions, to which the

P
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greatest portion succumb; in certain countries
mothers are so used to the death of their children
that they hardly consider them to be alive until
the formidable passage of the ‘‘ five days’ malady ”
has been gone through. And how many of
those who do escape live anything but a life of
sickness and insanity ? Excellent as the surround-
ing air of the free mountain and the out-door
work are for developing a sound man’s strength
and agility, so in proportion do the confined
space and humid gloom of the cabin contribute
to render worse the condition of the cretin
and the goitrous victim. By the side of the
one brother who becomes the handsomest and
strongest amongst the young people, another
brother drags himself along, a sort of fearful,
living, fleshy excrescence !

In many localities, people have already
begun to build asylums for these unfortunates.
Nothing is wanting in those modern abodes.
Pure air circulates freely through them, the sun
lights up every room, the water is pure and
wholesome, all the furniture, and especially the
beds, are exquisitely clean, the “innocents” have
attendants who look after them as would nurses,
and professors who strive to cause a ray of intel-
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lectual light to enter into their impenetrable
brains. Frequently they succeed, and the cretin
may gradually awaken to a superior life. But it
is not of so much importance to labour at repair-
ing an evil which has already occurred, as it is
to guard against it. These infected hovels, so
picturesque sometimes in the landscape, must dis-
appear to make room for commodious, healthy
houses ; air and light must enter freely into every
habitation of man; sound bodily health as well
as perfect moral dignity must be observed every-
where. At this price the mountaineers will in-
a few generations purchase complete immunity
from all those maladies which now degrade so
great a number amongst them. Then the in-
habitants will be worthy of the country surround--
ing them; they will be able with satisfaction to
contemplate the lofty snow-clad summits, and to
say with the ancient Greeks, ¢ These are our
ancestors, and we resemble them.”



212 THE HISTORY OF A MOUNTAIN.

CHAPTER XIX.
MOUNTAIN WORSHIP.

THE worship of nature still exists in the world
to an almost incredible extent. How often has a
peasant, uncovering his head, pointed to the sun,
and solemnly said to me, * There is our god,” and
- even I—shall I confess it >—have many a time
been impelled by real feeling at sight of lofty
.eminences, enthroned above valleys and plains, to
call them divine.

One day I was laboriously making my way
up a narrow pass, very steep and obstructed by
rolling stones. The wind poured down the pass
and beat upon me with blinding dashes of rain
and sleet ; a grey veil of mist hid the rocks from
my sight, but here and there in the obscurity I
caught glimpses of black and threatening masses
which seemed by turn to retire and to approach me,
according as the fog was more or less dense. 1
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was benumbed, depressed, miserable. All at once
a gleam of light, reflected by the countless particles
of water in the air, caused me to look upwards.
Above my head the cloud of water and snow had
parted ; the blue sky was beaming upon me, and
high up in this clear azure appeared the serene
brow of a mountain: its snowy covering ems-
broidered by sharp points of rock, as if with fine
arabesques, shone with the brilliancy of silver,
and the sun edged it with a line of gold. The
outlines of the mountain were true and precise,
like those of a statue standing resplendent in a
background of darkness ; but the superb pyramid
seemed to be absolutely detached from earth:
tranquil, strong, unchangeable in its repose, it
appeared to hang suspended in the sky, and to
belong to another world than this heavy planet
all wrapped in clouds and fogs. In this appari-
tion I thought I saw something more than the
valley of happiness, more even than Olympus,
the abode of the gods. But a vicious cloud came
suddenly and closed the opening through which
I had beheld the mountain: I found myself once
more in the wind, the mist and rain, but I con-
soled myself with the thought, “a divine revela-
tion has appeared to me.”
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In the earliest historic times all people had
this feeling in regard to mountains: they saw in
them divinities, or at least the throne of superior
beings, alternately visible and hidden under a
passing veil of clouds. Itwas to these mountains
they ascribed generally the origin of their race;
in them they fixed the seat of their traditions of
legends ; to them they looked as the scene where
their ambitions and their dreams would be
-realized in the future; and it was always from
them their saviour, the angel of glory or liberty,
was expected to come down. So important a
part have lofty mountain-peaks always borne in
the life of nations, that one might almost tell the
history of humanity by that of mountain worship ;
they are like great milestones, set here and there
on the march of advancing races.

It was in the valleys between the great
mountains of Central Asia, according to learned
scholars, that those of our ancestors, to whom we
owe our European languages, established them-
selves in civilised tribes ; the first that were ever
known : and at the southern base of the highest
mountain range in the world live the Hindoos,
that Aryan race whose ancient civilisation comes
down to them as a sort of ennobling birthright.
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Their ancient songs tell us with what pious
fervour they celebrated their ‘eighty-four thou-
sand mountains of gold,” which rear themselves
heavenward in the light beyond the plains and
forests. To the inhabitants of that region the
grand mountains of Himalaya, with their snow-
clad summits, their great glaciers, are gods
themselves, glorying in their power and majesty.
The Gaourisankar, whose peak pierces the sky,
and the Tchamalari, not so high but more
colossal in appearance by reason of its isolation,
are doubly worshipped as the great goddess
united to the great god ; their ice fields are a bed
of crystals and diamonds, the purple and gold
clouds are the sacred veil which enwraps them.
There above is the god Siva, who destroys and
creates ; there also is the goddess Chama, the
Gauri who conceives and produces ; from her are
descended plants, rivers, animals and mankind.

In this wonderful growth of epic poetry and
tradition have taken root many other legends
relating to the mountains of Himalaya, all of
which represent them as living a sublime life
either as goddesses or as the mothers of con-
tinents and nations. Such is the poetic legend
which pictures the habitable earth as a great
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lotus-flower, whose leaves are the peninsulas
spread out upon the ocean, and whose stamens
and pistils are the mountains of Merou, the
springs of all life. ~The glaciers, the torrents
and rivers which bring down enriching soil from
above, are also living beings, gods and god-
desses of a lower rank, who place the humble
mortals of the plains in indirect communication
with the superior divinities sitting above in
luminous space.

Not only Mount Merou, the culminating point
of the planet, but all the other ranges, all the
mountain heights of India, were worshipped by
the peoples who dwelt on their sides and at their
base. Mounts Vindyah, Satpurah, Aravalli, Nila-
gherry, had all their worshippers. In the flat
countries where the faithful had no mountains to
look at they built themselves temples, which with
their rows of unshapely pyramids of huge blocks
of granite, represented the venerated heights of
Mount Merou. Perhaps it was a similar senti-
ment of awe for great elevations which led the
ancient Egyptians to construct the pyramids,
those artificial mountains reared upon a founda-
tion of sand and clay.

The island of Ceylon, Lanka, “the resplen-
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dent,” that happy spot where, according to an
Eastern legend, the first of our race were sent
by divine mercy after their expulsion from
Paradise, also has its sacred mountains. Such,
among others, is Mihintala, an isolated peak in -
the middle of a plain, with its sacred city of
Anaradjapoura. It was on the rocky summit of
Mihintala that the Hindoo missionary Mahindo
alighted, twenty-two centuries ago, after his flight
from the banks of the Ganges, to convert the
Cingalese to the religion of Buddha. A temple
now marks the spot where the saint de-
scended ; and though it is an immense edifice, -
the pious zeal of the pilgrims is so great that they
have often covered it entirely, from base to dome, -
with a mantle of flowers. A blazing carbuncle
glitters at the pinnacle of the temple, flashing
back from afar the rays of the sun. Formerly a
rajah caused a great carpet six miles in length to
be spread from the top of the mountain to the
plain below, so that the feet of the faithful might
not touch the impure dust from unconsecrated
earth. ,

And yet the fame of this sacred mountain
Mihintala pales in comparison with the celebrated
Adam’s Peak, which is visible far out at sea to
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sailors approaching the island of Ceylon. The
impress of a gigantic foot, belonging apparently
to a man ten yards high, is hollowed into the rock
at the extremity of the peak. This foot-print,
say the Mahometans and Jews, is that of the first
man, Adam, who ascended the mountain to get
a view of the earth, the vast forests, the moun-
tains and plains, the shores and great ocean, with
its islands and its dangers. According to the
Cingalese and Indians, this is not the foot-print of
a man at all, but of a god who has left this trace of
his presence. This reigning deity, the Brahmins
tell us, was Siva; the Buddhists say he was
Buddha : while the gnostics of the early Christian
period call him Jehovah. When the conquering
Portuguese landed on the island of Ceylon, they,
so to speak, degraded the mountain, which in their
opinion did not at all compare with the Holy
Land; in the mysterious foot-print they saw
nothing more remarkable than a trace of St.
Thomas, or perhaps of the Eunuch of Candace,
an ancient missionary and second-rate apostle.
Moise de Choréne, an Armenian, jealous of the
claim of his own noble Mount Ararat, was still
less respectful, and saw on the top of Adam’s
Peak only the foot-prints of Satan, the eternal
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enemy. Finally the English travellers who, more
and more each year, made the ascent of the holy
mountain, saw in the “ divine imprint” only an
ordinary cavity in the rock, enlarged and rudely
carved into shape. You can imagine with what
contempt these strangers are regarded by the
faithful who come to prostrate themselves on the
rock, devoutly kiss the foot-print, and place their
offerings in the house of the priest. To them
everything bears testimony to the authenticity of
the miracle. At a point some yards below the
summit a small spring flows from the rock : it was
the staff of the deity that caused it to issue forth:
numbers of trees grow upon the mountain-side,
and these trees, they say, incline all their branches
towards the summit to blossom and grow in the
act of worship.

The rocks on the mountain are strewn with pre-
cious stones ; these are the tears which have fallen
from the eyes of the deity at sight of the crimes
and sufferings of mankind. How could they fail
to believe in the miracle in view of all these riches
which suggested the tales of the Thousand and
one Nights ? The streamlets which flow from the
mountain do not wash down common pebbles
and sand, like our streams ; they bring with them

-
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a deposit of rubies and sapphires, and garnets,
and the bather who disports himself in their
waters wallows like the sirens in a bed of precious
stones.

Those races of the extreme East whose civili-
sation has followed a different course from that of
the Aryan race, have worshipped their mountains
with the same fervour. In China and Japan, as .
well as in India, the mountain-tops are crowned
with temples consecrated to the gods, when
they are not themselves regarded as tutelary or
avenging deities; and to these divine mountains
the people try to connect their history by legends
and traditions. .

The most ancient historic mountains are those
of China, for the people of the “middle race”
were among the first to arrive at a knowledge of
themselves, and the first to write down their con-
nected history. Their sacred mountains, five in
number, are all in districts famous for their agricul-
ture, their industries, their dense population, and
the remarkable events which have occurred near
by. The most sacred of these mountains, the
Tai-Chan, overtops all the other heights in the rich
peninsula of Chan-Toung, between the two gulfs
of the Yellow Sea. From the top, which one
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reaches by a paved road and steps hewp in the
solid rock, one sees stretched at its feet the rich
plains which the Hoang-Ho crosses as it goes
winding about between the two gulfs, supplying
water to multitudes of people more numerous
than the leaves of the forest. The Emperor
Choung made the ascent four hundred and thirty
years ago, so the history of the country records.
Confucius also tried to climb to the top, but the
ascent is difficult ; the philosopher stopped short,
and the spot is still pointed out where he turned
back. All the superior gods and the principal
genii have their temples and altars on this sacred
mountain, and so likewise have the clouds, the
sky, the Great Bear and the Polar Star.

Here the ten thousand genii pause in their
flight to contemplate the earth and the cities of
mankind. “The honour of Tai-Chan equals that
of heaven : it controls the world ; it collects the
clouds and sends us rain; it decides upon births
and deaths, upon good and bad fortune, honour
and disgrace. Of all the peaks which touch the
sky, none is worthier of a visit.” And so pilgrims
flock there in crowds to pray for all mercies, and
the way is lined with caves where beggars with
hideous sores lie in wait, a horror to passers-by.
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The . Japanese with more reason than the
Chinese—for their volcanic mountains are won-
derfully beautiful—look upon their snow-clad
summits with adoration. Is there any idol in the
world could rival their magnificent Fusi-Yama, the
“ mountain beyond compare,” which rises almost
isolated in the middle of a plain, its base covered
with forests, its sides with snow? Formerly the
volcano poured forth smoke, and seethed with
flame and lava; now it is silent, but in the Archi-
pelago there are several volcanic mountains which
still emit rivers of fire upon the trembling earth.

Among these mountains there is one the most
terrible of all, which people thought to appease,
by throwing into the crater thousands of
Christians as an offering. In the same way in
the New World they tried to calm Mount
Monotombo by casting into it the priests who
had dared to preach against it, declaring it was
not a god but the mouth of hell. On the other
hand, volcanoes do not generally wait for victims
to be thrown into their craters; they know only
too well how to lay hold of them when they rend
the earth, pour down lakes of mud and cover
whole provinces with ashes; at one stroke they
destroy the inhabitants of an entire country. Is
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not this enough to inspire worship in the minds
of those who bow their heads before power ?
The volcano destroys ; therefore it is a god.

So mountain worship, like all other religions,
takes possession of man through various instincts
in his nature. At the foot of a volcano ejecting
lava, it is terror which makes him bow his face to
the ground ; in the parched fields, it is need of help
that makes him look appealingly to the snowy
mountains, the source of streams ; gratitude also
has made worshippers of many who have found a
safe refuge in the valley or on the rugged moun-
tain-side; finally, admiration would inspire re-
ligious feeling in all men in proportion as the love
of the beautiful was developed in them. What
mountain is there that has not its beautiful
scenery and its safe place of refuge, and which
is not either terrible or beneficent: generally both
together ? Wandering tribes can easily connect
all their traditions with any mountain which
happens to be upon their horizon and bring their
religion to it: so at each stage in their long
journeys a new temple erects itself. Formerly
the wandering tribes on the plains of Persia
towards evening always saw a mountain rising up
from the middle of the sandy plain : it was Mount
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Telesme, the holy ‘talisman,” which followed
its worshippers in their wanderings about the
world; and when, after a long journey, the
mountain seen from afar proved to be not a
deceptive image, but a real height with its snows
and rocks, who could then doubt that their god
had made the journey to accompany his people. ?
In the same way the mountain on whose top
the fugitives from the Deluge landed, has never
ceased moving about from place to place. A
Samaritan version of the Pentateuch asserts that
Adam’s Peak is the point on which Noah’s
Ark came to anchor : other versions declare that
Ararat is the real mountain; but which Ararat is
it >—the one in Armenia, or quite a different one on
which the priests have found remains of the sacred
ship ? In every part of the East the people claim
this honour for their own special mountain, whose
waters irrigate their lands: that, they say, is the
mountain from which the stream of life came back
to earth, following the course of the snows and
brooks. Proofs are by no means wanting to
sustain all these traditions: have they not found
pieces of petrified wood, even under the glaciers ;
and in the rocks themselves, have they not dis-
covered ferruginous traces of those “rings of the
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deluge” which our modern scientists call am-
monite fossils ?

Besides these, more than a hundred mountains
in Persia, Syria, Arabia and Asia Minor, claim to
be the landing-place of the patriarch, second
father of the human race. Greece also points
to her Parnassus, from which the stones were
thrown upon the ground, after the Deluge, and
became men. Even in France there are moun-
tains where the Ark is said to have anchored:
one of these sacred heights is Chamechande,
near the Grande Chartreuse of Grenoble, another
is the Puy de Prigue, above the sources of the
Aude.

The myth has the merit of consistency; men
have always descended from high elevations: it
is also from a lofty eminence, the throne of the
Deity, that the great Voice is heard declaring
their duty to mortals. The God of the Jews sat
on the summit of Mount Sinai amid clouds and
lightnings, and spoke with the voice of thunder
to the people assembled on the plain. In the
same way Baal, Moloch, all the sanguinary gods
of those Oriental races, appeared to their faithful
on the tops of mountains. In Arabia Petrza, in
the land of Edom and Moab, there is not a

Q
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mountain height, not a hill, not a rock which does
not possess its great pyramid of stones, the altar
on which priests have sacrificed blood to propi-
tiate the Deity. At Babel, where there was no
mountain, they substituted that famous temple
which was designed to touch the heavens. The
poet has restored this giant edifice, not as it was,
but as the people pictured it :

“ Each of the largest mountains with its granite sides
Would furnish but one stone.”

In their jealous hatred of foreign religions, the
Jewish prophets often cursed the ‘high places,”
on which their neighbours set their idols; but
they themselves did not act differently, and it
was to the mountains that they looked, thence to
evoke their succouring angels. Their temple was
erected upon a mountain, and upon a mountain
was it that Elias conversed with God. When
the Galilean was transfigured and floated in un-
created light with the two prophets, Moses and
Elias, it was from Mount Tabor that He ascended.
When He died between two thieves, it was upon
the summit of a mountain that He was crucified ;
and when He shall come again, says the pro-
phecy, when He shall come again surrounded by
saints and angels, and shall take part in the
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punishment of His enemies, it is upon'a mountain
that He shall descend, which one touch of His
foot will suffice to break. Another mountain, an
ideal summit bearing a new city of gold and
diamonds, will spring up in the luminous space,
and it is there that the chosen will live for
evermore, far above this world of weariness
and woe.

Q 2
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CHAPTER XX.
OLYMPUS AND THE GODS.

JusT as the glory of invisible Greece surpasses in
brilliancy that of all other empires of the East,
so has Olympus, the loftiest, most beautiful of the
Hellenes’ sacred mountains, become in people’s
imaginations the mountain par excellence; no
other peaks, not those of Merou, of Elburg, of
Ararat, nor of Lebanon, awaken in the minds of
men the same memories of grandeur and majesty.
And few indeed were so admirably and conspicu-
ously situated, or served so well as a beacon to
the races overrunning the world. Placed in an
angle of the Afgean Sea, and by fully half its
height overtopping all the neighbouring summits,
Olympus can be perceived by sailors from enor-
mous distances. From the plains of Macedonia,
from the rich valleys of Thessaly, from the
mountains Othrys, Finde, Bermius, Athos, its
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triple dome and its slopes with the ‘thousand
folds” of which Homer speaks, can bz distin-
guished on the horizon. The fertility of the
country extended at its feet, attracted popu-
_lations from every part, who met there to mingle
and amalgamate in various ways, or mutually to
destroy one another. Finally, Olympus commands
the defiles which the tribes or armies on the
march from Asia into Europe, or from Greece
to the barbarous countries of the north, were
obliged to pass through ; it rises up like a milestone
upon the great highway then pursued by nations.

Several other mountains of the Hellenic world
owed to their sparkling snow the name Olympus,
or the “luminous”; but none better merited it
than that of Thessaly, whose summit served as a
throne for the gods. It was in the plains and
valleys extended beneath the shadow of the great
mountain that the people of Hellas had passed its
national infancy. It was from Thessaly that came
the Hellenes of Attica and the Peloponnesus; it
was there that their first heroes had done battle
with monsters, and that their first poets, guided by
the voice of the Pierides, had composed hymns
and songs of gladness and victory. While flocking
towards distant lands, the Greek tribes never
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forgot the divine mountain which had produced
and nourished them in its dales.

Almost every great event of mythical history
was accomplished in that portion of Greece; the
most important amongst them being the struggle
which decided between ‘the sovereignty of the
heavens and the earth. Olympus was the citadel -
chosen by the new gods, and on every side were
encamped those ancient deities, the monstrous
Titans, sons of Chaos. Standing upon the moun-
tains of Othrys, the giants seized enormous rocks,
whole mountains, and hurled them against half-
uprooted Olympus. That they might rise still
higher towards the sky, the old Titans piled
mountain upon mountain, forming a pedestal for
themselves, but the great snowy summit always
over-topped them ; it surrounded itself with dark
thunder-belching clouds. Supplied with the same
powers by the earth, the giants’ voices were filled
with the roaring of the storms, their arms with
the vigour of the tempest ; with their hundred arms
they hurled at random their hailstorm of rocks,
but they were fighting with the blind fury of the
elements, when pitted against the young intel-
ligent gods. They succumbed, and beneath the
ruins of the mountain entire nations were crushed
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with them. It is thus that the caprices of kings
have often caused nations to be massacred as if
inadvertently.

Many generations had passed away since these
prodigious conflicts of Olympus, ere the Ionic and
Doric tribes first possessed poets to sing their
exploits, and subsequently historians to recount
them ; then Zeus, the father of gods and men,
sat in peace upon the sacred mountain; his
throne was placed upon the highest peak; by
his side was the goddess Here, virgin and
matron ; around him were placed the immortals,
with their eternally beautiful and glad counte-
nances. A luminous atmosphere bathed the
summit of Olympus and played amid the locks
of the gods ; never did tempests come to trouble
the repose of these happy beings: nor rain
nor snow fell upon the radiant summit. The
clouds collected by Zeus were unrolled at his
feet around the rocks forming the magnificent
base of his throne. Through the interstices of
this veil which the Horz opened and shut ac-
cording to their master’s will, the latter looked
down upon the earth and sea, the cities and their
inhabitants.

He held inflexible destinies suspended above
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the heads of these struggling men; he decreed
life or death, distributed beneficent rain or
vengeful thunder, according to his caprice. No
lamentation ascending from below disturbed the
gods in their eternal quiet. Their nectar was
ever delicious, their ambrosia always exquisite.
They inhaled with relish the odour of hecatombs,
listened as if to music, to the concert of suppliant
voices. Beneath them was unrolled, like an
endless picture, the spectacle of struggles and
of human miseries ; they beheld armies dash
against one another, fleets become engulfed,
towns disappear amid flames and smoke, the
poor toilers, almost invisible myrmidons, ex-
hausted themselves in efforts to gather in harvests
of which a master should despoil them; even
beneath the roofs of the dwellings they saw
women weeping and children wailing. Afar oft
their enemy Prometheus was dying upon a rock
of Mount Caucasus. Such were the pleasures of
the gods.

Did ever a Hellene, shepherd, priest or king,
dare to climb up the slopes of Olympus, away
above the lofty pastures of its dales and crests ?
Did even one only venture by placing his foot
upon the great peak, to find himself suddenly in
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the presence of these terrible gods? Ancient
writers tell us that philosophers are not afraid of
scaling Mount Etna, although much higher than.
Olympus ; but they never mention one single
mortal who has had the temerity to ascend the
mountain of the gods, not even in the days of
science, in that age when philosophers taught
that Zeus and the other immortals were mere
conceptions of the human mind.

Later on, other religions, disseminated amongst
the various people living in the surrounding plains,
took possession of the sacred mountain and con-
secrated it to new divinities. There the Greek
Christians worshipped the Holy Trinity instead of
Zeus ; they still look upon its three principal peaks

‘as the three great thrones of Heaven. One of
its loftiest points, which formerly perhaps bore a
temple of Apollo, is now surmounted by a mon-
astery of Saint Elias; one of its dales, wherein
the Bacchantes were wont to sing Evoé in honour
of Dionysos or Bacchus, is inhabited by the
monks of St. Denys. Priests have succeeded to
priests, and the superstitious respect of modern
times to the worship of the ancient ; but perhaps
the highest summit is yet untrodden by human
steps ; the soft light, resplendent above its rocks
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and snow, has not beamed upon any man since
the Hellenic gods took their departure.

A few years ago it would have been difficult
for a European to attain the summit of the
mountain, for the Hellenic Klephtes, unerring
shots, occupied all its gorges; they had en-
trenched themselves in it, as within an enormous
citadel, and thence recommencing the conflict of
the gods against the Titans, they set out upon their
expeditions "against the Turks of Mount Ossa.
Proud of their courage, they believed themselves
as invincible as the mountain upon which they
lived ; they endowed Olympus itself with life «1I
am,” said one of their songs; “I am Olympus,
illustrious in all ages, and renowned amidst
nations ; forty-two peaks bristle upon my brow ;
seventy-two fountains flow down my ravines, and
an eagle is perched upon my highest summit
bearing in its claws the head of a valiant hero!”
This eagle, no doubt, was that of ancient Zeus.
Even nowadays he feeds on man, by man
destroyed.

People’s imagination knows no limits concerning
the gods it has created. In the course of centuries
it has changed their names, their attributes, and
their powers, according to the alternations of
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history, the changes of languages, the individual
and national variations of traditions ; finally it has
caused them to die, as it gave them birth, and has
replaced them by new divinities. It thus costs them
but little to make their journey from mountain to
mountain. Each summit too possessed its own
god or even its Pleiades of celestial beings. Zeus
dwelt upon Mount Ida just as he did upon the
Olympus of Greece, upon that of Crete, of Cyprus
and upon the rocks of the Agina; Apollo had
his dwelling upon Parnassus and Helicon, upon
Cyllene and Taygetus, upon all the scattered
mountains rising out of the Agean Sea. The
peaks, gilded by the rays of dawning day, when
the lower plains still lay in shadow, were to be
consecrated to the god of the sun. And almost
all the isolated summits of Hellas at the present
day bear the name of Elias. The Jewish prophet,
by virtue of his name, has become by a sacred
calembourg the heir of Helios, son of Jupiter.’

“ Behold this throne, the centre of the earth,”
said Aschylus in speaking of Delphos. This
central pillar rose up in many another place,
according to the poet’s fancy or popular imagina-
tion. Pindar beheld it in Etna; the sailors from
the Archipelago pointed out Mount Athos, that
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great landmark which could always be discerned
above the waters, whether on quitting the shores
of Asia, or while sailing on the seas of Europe.
So lofty is this mountain, that upon it the sun is
said to go to rest three hours later than in the
plains at its feet; it can overlook the most distant
confines of the earth. When Hellas, formerly
free, was subjugated by the Macedonian, when it
became the slave of a master, it found a flatterer
vile enough, a man sycophantish enough to im-
plore Alexander, who had decreed that he should
be proclaimed a god, to employ an army to trans-
form Mount Athos into a statue of the new son
of Zeus, ‘ more powerful than his father.”

This impossible task might have tempted an
upstart god, who was mad with pride; yet even
Alexander dared not undertake it. The mariners
sailing at the foot of the great mountain continued
to look upon it as an ancient deity until the day
whereon began another cycle in history, bringing
with it a new religion and new divinities. Then
people told how Mount Athos was the very
mountain to which the devil transported Jesus the
Galilean to show him all the kingdoms of the
earth lying out-stretched at his feet, Europe, Asia,
and the islands of the sea. The inhabitants of
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Athos still believe this; and would it indeed be
possible to find a peak whence the view, if not
more vast, at least were more beautiful or more
varied ?

Outside the Hellenic world, where popular ima-
gination was so poetical and so fertile, the people
looked upon their mountains as the thrones of the
lords of heaven and earth. Not only were the
great summits of the Alps worshipped as the
dwelling-place of the gods, and as the gods them-
selves, but even as far as the plains of Northern
Germany and of Denmark, little hills, raising their
brows above the uniform level, were Mount Olym-
pus not less venerated than that of Thessaly had
been by the Greeks; even in distant Iceland, in
that land of fogs and eternal frosts, the worship-
pers of celestial sovereigns turned to the mountains
of the interior, believing to behold in them the
throne of their deities. Without doubt, had they
been able to climb to the top of these volcanoes
furrowed with deep ravines, if they had beheld
the horror of these craters wherein lava and snow
incessantly struggled together, they would never
have thought of making these terrible places the
enchanted homes of their happy divinities. But
they only viewed these mountains from afar; they
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perceived the peaks sparkling through the riven
clouds, and pictured them the more beautiful in
proportion as the plains at their base were wilder
and more difficult to traverse. These mountains,
separated from the earth of mankind by barriers
of impassable precipices, were the city of As-
gard, where, beneath an ever clement sky, dwelt
the blissful gods. The great cloud of vapours,
ascending from the summit of the divine moun-
tain, and stretching far athwart the sky, was no’
column of cinders, it was the giant ash-tree
Ysgradil, beneath whose shadow reposed the
masters of the universe.



‘THEY PERCEIVED THE PEAKS SPARKLING THROUGH THE
RIVEN CLOUDS.”
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CHAPTER XXI.
GENIL

RELIGIONS are slowly transformed. Those of the
ancient world, apparently extinguished for so
many generations, continue to exist beneath the
exterior of modern beliefs. The names of the
gods have frequently been changed, but the altar
has remained the same. The attributes of the
divinity are still what they were two thousand
years ago, and the faith which invokes it has
preserved the ‘holy simplicity ” of its fanaticism.
In the wild valleys of Olympus, where gambolled
the dishevelled bacchantes, monks now mutter
their prayers; upon holy Mount Athos, wor-
shipped from the surface of the murmuring waves,
by mariners of every race and every tongue,
nine hundred and thirty-six churches rise up in
honour of all the saints; the God of Christians
has become the heir of Zeus, who himself suc-



240 THE HISTORY OF A MOUNTAIN.

ceeded more ancient deities. Just so at Syra-
cuse, the temple of Minerva, whose golden spire
the sailors saluted from afar by pouring a beaker
of wine into the waters, has been changed into a
church of the Holy Virgin. Every promontory
running into the sea, and on land every brow of
a hill, every mountain crowned with a temple,
has retained its worshippers while changing its
name. A traveller wanders over the island of
Cyprus in search of a temple of Venus Aphrodite.
“ We no longer call her Aphrodite,” devoutly cries
the woman whom he questions; “we now call
her the Chrysopolite Virgin.”

But not only have Christian nations continued to
venerate the sacred mountains of the Greeks and
Romans, they have also propagated that religion
in their own fashion throughout every country
inhabited by them, in the same manner as our
forefathers in legendary days, our nearer ancestors
living in the middle ages, could not look upon a
mountain without their imagination peopling its
mysterious valleys and radiant summits with
superior beings. It is true that these beings had
no right to the title of gods; cursed by the
church, they transformed themselves into devils,
into malevolent demons, or perhaps tolerated by
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it, they became tutelary genii, unrecognised gods,
merely invoked by stealth.

Jupiter, Apollo, Venus, having descended from
their thrones, took refuge in the depths of caves;
they whose august faces had beamed in light,
were condemned henceforth to live in the dark-
ness of caverns.

The Olympic feasts were transformed into
nocturnal revels, whither went hideous witches
riding on brooms, to evoke the devil on tem-
pestuous nights. Then too the cold climate, the
cloudy sky of our northern countries, must have
greatly contributed to the imprisonment of the
ancient gods. How could they, beneath wind
and snow, in the midst of storms, carry on their
joyful banquets, enjoy their ambrosia and play
upon their golden lyres? We can hardly even
in our dreams picture their presence in these
fantastic palaces, constructed in one moment by
the sun’s rays upon those effulgent peaks, and
vanishing not less quickly like visions or vain
mirages !

Gods and genii are the personification of all
that man dreads and desires. All his terrors, all
his passions formerly assumed a supernatural
form. Some too amongst the mountain spirits

R
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are redoubtable magicians, who burn the grass of
the meadows, kill the cattle, cast a spell over the
passers-by ; others, on the contrary, are benevolent
beings, whose favour is conciliated by the libation
of a bowl of milk or even by a simple incantation.
It is the good spirit that the shepherd implores
to make his lambs grow strong and his heifers un-
blemished. It is of him especially that young and
old, male and female, ask that which unhappily
would be for almost all the supreme joy of life,
gold, riches, treasures. Old traditions tell us how
the genii of the mountain glide into the veins of
the stones therein to insert crystals and metal,
variously to mingle earth and minerals. Other
legends tell us how and at what hour we must
knock at the sacred stone hiding the riches;
what signs must be made, what strange syllables
must be pronounced. But let one item be for-
gotten, one sound assume the place of another,
and all the formulas of incantation are futile.

I have seen enormous excavations undertaken
by mountaineers at the top of a rocky point con-
cealed by snow during nine months in the year.
That point was consecrated to a saint, who him-
self had succeeded to a pagan deity as the guardian
of the mountain. Each summer the treasure-
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seekers returned to dig farther into the summit,
making use of sacramental words and gestures.
They found nothing but slabs of schist beneath
- other similar slabs, yet unwearyingly some greedy
digger would continue his work, striving to invoke
the spirit by some novel formula, some victorious
cry.

More interesting than these guardian deities of
treasures, are those who, in the mountain caverns,
are charged to preserve the genius of a whole
race. Concealed in the depths of the rock they
represent the entire people, with its traditions, its
history, its future. As old as the mountain itself,
they will endure as long as it, and so long as
they live will that race exist, of which the various
groups are scattered in the surrounding valleys.
It is the spirit who in his profound thought
concentrates all the bustle, all the flux and reflux
of the busy nation at his feet. Thus the Basques"
look with pride at the peak of Anie, where hides
their god, unknown to the priests, but all the
more real. “Solong as he is there,” say they,
“we shall be there too!” And willingly they
would believe themselves to be eternal, they
whose language will disappear to-morrow !

To the same order of popular beliefs belong

R 2
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the legends of those warriors or prophets who,
hidden in some deep mountain cave, are awaiting
the coming of the day. Such is the myth of that
German emperor who sat dreaming, leaning his
elbows upon a table of stone, and whose white
beard, constantly growing longer, had taken root
in the rock. Sometimes a huntsman, perhaps a
bandit, would penetrate into the cavern and
trouble the dream of the mighty old man. The
latter would slowly lift up his head, ask a question
of the trembling intruder, then resume his in-
terrupted dream. ‘Not yet!” sighed he. For
what was he waiting that he might die in peace ?
No doubt the echo of some great battle, the odour
of some river of human blood, an immense revel
in honour of his reign. Ah! may that last battle
have already been delivered, and the gloomy
emperor now be nothing more than a heap of
ashes!

How much more touching, much more beauti-
ful is that legend of the three Switzers who are
also awaiting daybreak in the depths of a lofty
mountain of the old cantons! They are three,
like those three who in the meadows of Griitli
vowed to set themselves free, and all three bore
the name of Tell, as did he who overthrew the
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tyrant. They too sleep, they dream; but it is
not of glory that they are thinking, it is of liberty,
not only of Swiss liberty, but of that of all man-
kind. From time to time one will go forth to
look upon the world of lakes and plains, yet sadly
he returns to his companions. “ Not yet,” sighs
he. The great day of deliverance is not come. -.
Ever slaves, the people have not ceased to
worship their masters’ hats !
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CHAPTER XXII.
MAN.

LET us wait, however, wait with confidence; the
day will come ; the gods will pass away, bearing
with them the cor#eges of kings, their melancholy
representatives upon earth. Man is slowly learn-
ing to speak the language of liberty, he will also
learn to practise its customs.

Those mountains which at least possess the merit
of being beautiful, belong to the number of gods
whom we are beginning not to worship. Their
thunders and avalanches have ceased to be for us
the fulminations of Jupiter; their clouds are no
longer the robe of Juno. Henceforth we can
fearlessly invade the high valleys, the abode of
the gods whither the genii repair. It is precisely
the once dreaded summits which have become the
aim of thousands of travellers who have set before
themselves the task of leaving not a single rock,
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not a single bed of ice untrodden by human foot-
steps. In our populous countries of Western
Europe every summit has already been succes-
sively conquered ; those of Asia, Africa, America
will be so in their turn. Now that the era of great
geographical discoveries is almost at an end, and,
with the exception of a few lakes, the world is
almost entirely known, other travellers, obliged
to content themselves with lesser glory, dispute
with one another in great numbers the honour of
being the first to ascend the as yet unvisited
mountains. These climbing amateurs go as far as
Greenland in search of some unknown summit.
Amongst them are some who, striving annually
during the summer season to ascend a difficult
lofty peak, are stirred by a vain-glorious motive.
People say that they seek a contemptible means
of causing their names to be repeated in newspaper
after newspaper, as if by a simple ascent they had
performed some work of use to mankind. Ar-
rived at the summit, with hands stiffened by the
cold, they indite a detailed report of their triumph,
noisily uncork bottles of champagne, fire off pistols
like true conquerors, and frantically wave their
flags. They bring several stones to that part of
the mountain-peak which is not clothed with a
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dense cupola of snow, adding a few inches to its
height. They are kings, lords of the world, since
the whole mountain is to them but an enormous
pedestal, and they behold kingdoms lying at their
feet. They put out their hands as if to grasp it.
It was thus that a rustic poet, invited for the first
time to visit a royal castle, asked permission to
ascend the throne for one moment. No sooner
did he find himself there than the dizzy sensa-
tion of power took possession of him. He saw a
fly flitting beside him. “Ah! I am a king now,
I will crush you!” and with one blow of his
doubled-up hand, he stretched the poor insect
upon the arm of the gilded chair.

Yet even the modest man, he who never
talks of his ascents and does not aspire to the
ephemeral glory of having scaled some difficult
peak, even he experiences great delight when he
plants his foot upon a lofty summit. It was not
merely with the wish of assisting science that De
Saussure kept his eyes fixed for years upon the
dome of Mont Blanc, that he made so many
fresh attempts to ascend it. When, subsequently
to Balmat, he did reach the snow, until then in-
violate, he was not only delighted to be able to
make fresh observations, but he also indulged
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in the naive happiness of having at last sur-
mounted that rebellious mountain. Both the
huntsman who pursues animals and he who
alas! pursues man, are also delighted when, after
a desperate chase through woods and ravines, hills
and valleys, they find themselves face to face with
their victim, and succeed in bringing him down
with a bullet. Fatigues, dangers, nothing has
stayed them, supported as they were by hope;
and now that they rest beside their fallen prey,
they forget all that they have undergone. The
mountain-climber, like the huntsman, experiences
the delight of conquest after toil, yet he enjoys
the pleasure all the more in that he has risked
none but his own life; he has kept his hands
unstained.

In making great ascents, danger is often very
near, and the risk of death run every moment, but
on the climber goes feeling supported, kept up by
a strong sense of gladness at the contemplation of
all those perils which he knows how to avoid by
the strength of his muscles and his ready presence
of mind. Frequently he is obliged to creep along
a slope of frozen snow, whereon the slightest false
step would dash him over a precipice. At other
times he crawls upon a glacier, hanging on to a
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simple ledge of snow, which, if it were to give
way, would cast him into a fathomless gulf.
Often, too, it happens that he must scale walls
of rocks by projections hardly wide enough for
one foot to find standing-room, and which are
covered with a crust of sheet-ice, trembling, so
to say, under the influence of the icy water
trickling beneath. But such are his courage and
calmness of mind that not a muscle allows itself
to make one wrong movement, and all is in perfect
harmony in the effort to avert the danger. A
traveller slips upon a steep rock of polished slate,
ending abruptly at the edge of a precipice, a
hundred yards deep. He descends with dizzy
rapidity down the slippery incline ; but he stretches
himself out at full length so as to present a larger
surface of friction and to take advantage of every
little asperity of the rock ; he uses his arms and
legs so skilfully as brakes, that at last he stops
himself on the edge of the abyss. Just therea
tiny streamlet ripples over the stone before
tumbling down as a waterfall. The traveller
was thirsty. He coolly drank, dipping his face
in the water, ere he thought of getting up to
resume his path over a less perilous rock.

The traveller loves the mountain all the more
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for the risk he runs of perishing upon it ; but the
sense of danger overcome is not the only pleasure
of the ascent, especially to a man who during the
course of his life-time has been obliged to undergo
hard struggles in order to do his duty. In spite
of himself he cannot refuse to look upon the road
just traversed, with its difficult passes, its snow, its
crévasses, its obstacles of every kind, as an image
of the toilsome path of virtue; this comparison of
material matters with the moral world forces itself
upon his mind. “In defiance of nature, I have
succeeded,” thinks he; “1 have placed the summit
beneath my feet; I have suffered, it is true, but I
have conquered, and the task is accomplished.”
This feeling acts with all its force upon those who
make it a truly scientific mission to ascend a
dangerous height, either to study its rocks and
fossils, or to set up their instruments and sketch a
map of the country. They have indeed the right
to applaud themselves when they have gained the
top ; if any evil befalls them on their journey they
have a right to the dignity of a martyr. Grateful
mankind ought to remember their names, noble in
a very different manner from that of so many
fictitiously great men ! A

Sooner or later the heroic ages of exploring
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mountains must come to an end, as will that of
exploring the earth itself, and the fame of the re-
nowned travellers will have been transformed into
a legend. One after another the ascent of every
mountain in populous countries will have been
made ; easy footpaths, then driving roads, will have
been constructed from the base to the summit, in
order to facilitate the means of access, even for
those who are worn-out and feeble; a mine will
have been sprung in the crévasses of glaciers
to show cockneys the texture of the crystals;
mechanical hoists will have been erected upon
the walls of mountains formerly inaccessible, and
“tourists” will allow themselves to be whisked
-up dizzy heights, while smoking their cigars and
talking scandal.

But are we not already enabled to ascend
mountains by rail ? Inventors have now pro-
duced hill locomotives, so that we can plunge
into the free air of the skies during the post-
prandial hour of digestion. Americans, practical
even in their poetry, have invented this novel
mode of ascent. In order, more quickly and
without fatigue, to reach the summit of their
most venerated mountain, to which they have
given the name of Washington, the hero of their
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independence, they have connected it with their
railways. Rocks and pastures are encircled by
a winding iron road which the trains alternately
ascend and descend, whistling and revolving their
wheels like gigantic serpents. A station is built
upon the summit, as are refreshment-rooms and
kiosks in the Chinese style. The traveller in
search of views finds biscuits, liquor and poems
on the rising sun.

What the Americans have done for Washington
the Swiss have hastened to copy for the Rigi, in
the midst of that grandiose panorama of their lakes
and mountains. They have also done it for the
Uetli, and will ere long do it for other mountains;
they will, so to say, bring the summits down to -
the level of the plains. Locomotives will pass
from valley to valley away across the tops of
mountains, as a ship rising and falling passes
over the waves of. the sea. As to such moun-
tains as the loftiest peaks of the Andes and
Himalayas, too high up in the regions of cold
for man to go to their summits, the day will
come after all when he shall be able to reach
them. Balloons have already carried him two or
three hundred thousand yards high ; other aero-
nauts will bear and deposit him on Gaourisankar,
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as far as the “Great Diadem of the dazzling
Heaven.”

In this great work of regulating nature man does
not confine himself to rendering mountains easy
of access; in case of need he labours to do away
with them. Not contented with making driving
roads that ascend the most arduous mountains,
engineers pierce the obstructing rocks, enabling
their railways to pass through from valley to
valley. 1In spite of all the obstacles placed across
his path by nature, man moves on; he creates
a new earth adapted to his wants. When
he requires a great harbour of refuge for his
vessels, he takes a cliff on the sea-coast, and rock
by rock casts it to the bottom of the ocean in
order to construct a breakwater. Why, if the
fancy seized him, should he not also take great
mountains, triturate and scatter the remains upon
the plains ?

But stay! this work too has already been
begun. In California the miners, weary of wait-
ing until the streams should bring down the sand
spangled with gold, have been inspired with the
idea of attacking the mountain itself. In many
places they crush the hard rock to extract the
metal, but this work is difficult and expensive.



MAN. 255

The task is easier when they have a moveable
soil before them, such as shifting sand and
pebbles. Then they instal themselves before it,
and with enormous fire-pumps unceasingly wash
down the sides with great jets of water, thus little
by little demolishing the mountain to obtain every
particle of gold it contains. In France they have
thought of clearing away, in a similar manner,
enormous heaps of ancient alluvions accumulated
in plateaux in front of the Pyrenees; by means of
canals all this detritus transformed into fertilising
mud would serve to raise and cultivate the barren
plains of the Landes. _

These are indeed considerable steps of progress.
The time is past when the only mountain roads
were such narrow tracks that two pedestrians
coming from contrary directions could not pass,
and the one was obliged to walk across the back
of the other lying upon the path. Every point
of the earth will become accessible even to the
sick and delicate, at the same time eveéry resource
will be utilised and man’s life will thus find itself
prolonged by every hour gained by his efforts,
while his possessions are increased by all the
treasures snatched from the earth. But, like
everything human, this progress brings with it
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corresponding abuses; sometimes we should be
on the point of cursing it, as formerly, speech,
writing, books and even thought were cursed.
Whatever the lovers of the good old times may
say, life, so rough for the bulk of mankind, will
yet become daily smoother. It is for us to see
that a sound education shall arm the young
man with an energetic will and render him ever
capable of an heroic effort, the sole means of
preserving mankind in its moral and natural
vigour! It is for us to replace by methodical
trials this hard battle ' of existence by which it
is now necessary to purchase strength of mind.
Formerly, when life was one incessant struggle
between man and man or wild beasts, a youth
was looked upon as a child until he had brought
a bleeding trophy back to the paternal hut. He
was obliged to prove the strength of his arm, the
steadfastness of his courage, before he dared to
lift up his voice in the council of warriors. In
those countries where there was less danger of
having to measure his valour with that of an
enemy than of having to endure hunger, cold and
hardships, the candidate for the title of man
would be left in a forest without food, without
clothing, exposed to the biting wind and stinging
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insects; he was obliged to remain there, motion-
less, his face calm and proud, and after days of
waiting he would, uttering never a complaint, still
have determination enough to allow himself to
be tortured, by assisting at an abundant repast
without stretching out his hand to take his share.
In these days such barbarous ordeals are not
imposed upon our young people, but at the risk
of injuring and stupefying them, we must know
how to arm our children with a lofty steadfast
spirit, not only capable of resisting all possible
evils, but especially all the temptations of life.
Let us labour to render mankind happy, but let
us at the same time teach it how to make its own
" happiness subservient to virtue.

In this excellent task, the bringing up of our
children and through them of the future human
species, the mountain has to play the principal

_part. Free nature with its beautiful landscapes,
upon which we gaze, its laws, which we eagerly
study from life, and its obstacles, too, which we
must overcome, ought to be our real school. It
is not in narrow rooms with barred windows that
we can produce brave, true-hearted men. Letus
rather grant them the delight of bathing in moun-
tain lakes and torrents; let us take them out to

s
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wander over glaciers and fields of snow ; let us lead
them on to climb up lofty heights. Not alone
will they thus learn without difficulty that which
no book can teach them; not only will they re-
member all that they shall have learned in those
blissful days when their impression of the pro-
fessor’s voice became blended with the view of
lovely and vast scenery, but they will also find
themselves confronted with danger and they will
have merrily faced it. Study will be a pleasure
to them and their character will be formed in
gladness.

No one can doubt that we are on the eve of
accomplishing most important changes in the
aspect of nature as well as in the life of man;
the external world, whose form we have already
so powerfully modified, we shall, according to
our custom, even still more vigorously transform.
In proportion as our knowledge and material
power increase, our will as men will manifest itself
more and more imperiously towards nature. At
this very time almost all so-called civilised nations
still employ the greatest portion of their annual
savings in preparing the means of killing one
another and in mutually devastating their respec-
tive territories ; but when wiser, they shall apply
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themselves to augmenting the produce of the land,
of jointly making use of all the powersof the earth,
of doing away with all the natural obstacles raised
by it against our free movements ; then the whole
appearance of the planet bearing us along in its
vortex will be changed. Each nation will, so to
say, give a new vestment to the nature surround-
ing it. By its fields, its roads, its dwellings, and
its buildings of every kind, by the grouping of its
trees and the general arrangement of the landscape
each nation will display the extent of its own taste.
If it really possesses a sense of beauty, it will
render nature more beautiful ; if, on the contrary,
the great mass of mankind should remain such
as it is to-day, coarse, egotistical and false, it will
continue to imprint its sad qualities upon the world.
Then would the poet’s cry of despair become
truth :—“ Whither shall I fly >—nature increases
in hideousness ! ”

Whatsoever may be the future of man, or the
aspect of the world which he may create for
himself, solitude in that portion of nature which
is left free, will become more and more neces-
sary to those men who wish to obtain renewed
vigour of thought far from the conflict of opinions
and voices. If the beautiful spots of the world

s 2
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should one day become a mere rendez-vous for the
worn and weary, those who love to live in the
open air will have nothing left for them but to
take refuge in a bark in the midst of the waves,
or to wait patiently for the day when they
shall be able to soar like a bird into the depths
of space; but they would ever regret the fresh
mountain valleys and the torrents bursting from
un-trodden snow, and the white or rosy pyramids
rising up in the blue vaults of heaven. Happily
the mountains will always contain the sweetest
places of retreat for him who flies from the beaten
paths of fashion. For a long time yet we shall
be able to turn aside from the frivolous world and
find ourselves alone with our thoughts far from
that flow of vulgar and factious opinions which
disturbs and distracts even the most sincere
minds.

What astonishment—what a breaking off of all
my habits, when, crossing the outlet of the last
mountain defile, I found myself once more in the
vast plain, with its indistinct and fading back-
ground, its boundless space! The immense world
was opened out before me, I could go to any
point of the horizon whither fancy led me. And
yet I seemed to be walking in vain; I could not
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get on, so completely had nature around me lost
its charm and variety. No more could I hear the
torrent, no more see the snow or rocks,—it was
ever the same monotonous landscape. My steps
were free, and yet I felt that my imprisonment
was very different from that of the mountain;
one single tree, a mere shrub, sufficed to hide
the horizon from me, not a road which was not
bounded on both sides by hedges or fences.

As I moved away from the beloved moun-
tains rapidly receding from me, I often looked
back to distinguish their fleeting forms. Gradu-
ally the slopes became confused in one uniform
blue mass, the wide dips in the valleys ceased to
be visible, the lower peaks were lost to view, the
contour of the higher summits alone stood out
against the luminous background. At last the
mist of dust and impurities rising from the plains
hid the nethermost slopes of the mountains;
nothing more remained save a sort of ornamenta-
tion bordering the clouds, and my eyes could
hardly recognise any of the peaks I used to climb.
Then all the outlines disappeared in vapour. The
plain, void of all visible boundaries, surrounded me
on every side. Henceforth the mountain would
be far from me, and I had returned to the busy



262 THE HISTORY OF A MOUNTAIN.

tumult of human beings. My memory has at least
been able to preserve the sweet impressions of
the past. Once more I see rising up before
my eyes the beloved outlines of the mountains ;
mentally I re-enter the shady valleys, and for
some moments I can enjoy in peace my intimate
acquaintance with the rocks, the insects, and
the blades of grass.

THE END.
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mented with a drawing from “ The Genoa Doorway ” recently acquired
by the Museum.,

Asiatic Turkey : being a Narrative of a_Journey from Bombay
to the Bosphorus. By GRATTAN GEARY, Editor of the Times of India.
2 vols., crown 8vo, cloth extra, with many Illustrations, and a Route
Map, 28s.

Australian Abroad (The). Branches from the Main Roules
Round the World. Comprising the Author’s Route through Japan,
China, Cochin-China, Malasia, gunda, Java, Torres Straits, Nortﬁem
Australia, New South Wales, South Australia, and New Zealand. By
James HixGsTON (‘“‘J. H.” of the Melbourne Argus). With Maps
and numerous Illustrations from Photographs. 2 vols., 8vo, 14s. eac]

Autobiography of Sir G. Gilbert Scott, R.A., F.S.A., &
Edited by his Son, G. GILBERT ScoTT. With an Introduction by the
DEAN OF CHICHESTER, and a Funeral Sermon, preached in West-
minster Abbey, by the DEAN OF WESTMINSTER. Also, Portrait on
steel from the portrait of the Author by G. RICHMOND, R.A. 1 vol,
demy 8vo, cloth extra, 18s.

BAKER (Lieut-Gen. Valentine, Pasha). See “War in
Bulgaria.”

THE BAYARD SERIES,
Edited by the late J. HAIN FRISWELL.
Comprising Pleasure Books of Literature produced in the Choicest Style as

Companionable Volumes at Home and Abroad.

“We ?n hardly imagine better books for boys to read or for men to ponder
over.”—Times.

Price 2s. 6d. eack Volume, complete in itself, flexible cloth extra, gilt edges,
with silk Headbands and Registers.

The Story of the Chevalier Bayard. By M. DE BERVILLE.
De Josnville's St. Louis, King of France.
: Az
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The Bayard Series (continued) :—

The Essays of Abrakam Cowley, including all his Prose Works.
Abdallak ; or the Four Leaves. By EDOUARD LABOULLAYE.
Table-Talk and Opinions of Napoleon Buonaparte.

Vathek : An Oriental Romance. By WILLIAM BECKFORD.

The King and the Commons. A Selection of Cavalier and
Puritan Songs. Edited by Prof. MORLEY.

Words of Wellington: Maxims and Opinions of the Great
Duke.

Dr. Johnson's Rasselas, Prince of Abyssinia. With Notes.

Haslitt's Round Table. With Biographical Introduction.

The Religio Medici, Hydriotaphia, and the Letler to a Friend.
By Sir THOMAS BROWNE, Knt,

Ballad Poetry of the Affections. By ROBERT BUCHANAN.

Coleridges Christabel, and other Imaginative Poems. With
Preface by ALGERNON C. SWINBURNE,

Lord Chesterfield's Letters, Sentences, and Maxims. With
Introduction by the Editor, and Essay on Chesterfield by M. DE STE.-
BEUVE, of the French Academy.

Essays in Mosaic. By THos. BALLANTYNE,

My Unce Toby; his Story and his Friends. Edited by
P. FITZGERALD. .

Reflections; or, Moral Sentences and Maxims of the Duke de
1a Rochefoucauld.

Socrates : Memoirs for English Readers from Xenophon’s Memo-
rabilia. By E»pW. LEVIEN.

Prince Albert's Golden Precepls.

A Case containing 13 Volumes, price 31s.6d.; or the Case separalely, price 3s. 6d.

'Beauly and the Beast. An Old Tale retold, with Pictures by
E. V. B. 4to, cloth extra. 10 IWstrations in Colours. 12s5. 6d.

Beumers' German Copybooks. In six gradations at 44. each.

Biart (Lucicn). See “ Adventures of a Young Naturalist,”
¢My Rambles in the New World,” ¢“The Two Friends,” * Involun-
tary Voyage.”
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Bickersteth’s Hymnal Companion to Book of Common Prayer
may be had in various styles and bindings from 1d. to 21s. Price
List and Prospectus will be forwarded on application.

Bickersteth (Rev. E. H, M.A.) The Reef and other. Parables.
I vol.,, square 8vo, with numerous very beautiful Engravings, 2s. 64.

The Clergyman in his Home. Small post 8vo, 1s.

The Master's Home-Call; or, Brief Memorials of
Alice Frances Bickersteth. 2oth Thousand. 32mo, cloth gilt, I1s.

—  The Master's Will. A Funeral Sermon preached
on the Death of Mrs. S. Gurney Buxton. Sewn, 64. ; cloth gilt, 1s.

— The Shadow of the Rock. A Selection of Religious
Poetry. 18mo, cloth extra, 25. 6d.
The Shadowed Home and the Light Beyond. 7th
Edition, crown 8vo, cloth extra, 5s.

Bida. The Authorized Version of the Four Gospels, with the
whole of the magnificent Etchings on Steel, after drawings by M.
BIDA, in 4 vols., appropriately bound in cloth extra, price 3/. 3s. eaeh.

Also the four volumesin two, bound in the best morocco, by Suttaby,
extra gilt edges, 18/ 18s., half-morocco, 12/ 125,
“ Bida's Illustrations of the Gospels of St. Matthew and St. John have already
ived here and elsewhere a full guition of their great merits.”— Tsmes.

Biographies of the Great Artists, lllustrated. This Series is
issued in the form of Handbooks. Each is a Monograph of a Great
Artist, and contains Portraits of the. Masters, and as many examples
of their art as can be readily procured. They are Illustrated with from
16 to 20 Full-page Engravings. Cloth, large crown 8vo, 3s. 64. per

Volume.
Titian. Rubens. Tintoret and Veronese.
Rembrandt, Leonardo. Hogarth.
Raphael. Turner. Michelangelo.
Van Dyck and Hals. The Little Masters. Reynolds.
Holbein. . Delaroche & Vernet. Gainsborough.

Figure Painters of Holland.
R“ A deserving Series, based upon recent German publications.”"—Edindurgh
Mot thoroughly and tastefully edited.”—Spectator. .
- Black (Wm.) Three Feathers. Small post 8vo, cloth extra, 6s.

Lady Silverdales Sweetheart, and other Stories. 1 vol.,
sinall post 8vo, 6s.

Kilmeny : @ Novel. Small post 8vo, cloth, 6s.

In Silk Attire. 3rd Edition, small post 8vo, 6s.
———— A Daughter of Heth. 11th Edition, small post 8vo, 6s.
-——— Sunrise. 15 Monthly Parts, 15. each.
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Blackmore (R. D.) Lorna Doone. 10th Edition, cr. 8vo, 6s.

— Alice Lorraine. 1 vol.,small post 8vo, 6th Edition, 6s.

——— Clara Vaughan. Revised Edition, 6s.

Cradock Nowell. New Edition, 6s.

——— Cripps the Carrier. 3rd Edition, small post 8vo, 6s.

——— Mary Anerley. 3 vols., 31s. 64.

— Erema ; or, My Father’s Sin. With 12 Illustrations,
small post 8vo, 6.

Blossoms from the King's Garden : Sermons for Children. By
the Rev. C. BosANQUET. 2nd Edition, small post 8vo, cloth extra, 6s.

Blue Banner (The); or, The Adventures of @ Mussulman, a
Christian, and a Pagan, in the time of the Crusades and Mongol
Conquest. Translated from the French of LEoN CAHUN. With
Seventy-six Wood Engravings. Imperial 16mo, cloth, gilt edges,
7s. 6d.; plainer binding, 5s.

Boy's Froissart (The). 17s. 6d. See * Froissart.”

Brave Janet: A Story jfor Girls. By ALICE LEe. With
Frontispiece by M. ELLEN EDWARDs. Square 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6,

Brave Men in Action. By S. J. MACKENNA. Crown 8vo,
480 pp., cloth, 10s. 6.

Brazil : the Amazons, and the Coast. By HERBERT H. SMiTH.
With 115 Full-page and other Illustrations. Demy 8vo, 650 pp., 21s.

Brazil and the Brazilians. . By J. C. FLETCHER and D. P.
KIDDER. ¢th Edition, Illustrated, 8vo, 21s.

Breton Folk: An Artistic Tour in Brittany. By HENRY
BLACKBURN, Author of ¢‘Artists and Arabs,” *‘ Normandy Pictu-

resque,” &c. With 171 Illustrations by RANDOLPH CALDECOTT.
Imperial 8vo, cloth extra, gilt edges, 21s.

British Goblins : Welsk Folk-Lore, Fairy Mythology, Legends,
and Traditions. By WIRT Sykes, United States Consul for Wales.
With Illustrations by J. H., THomAs. This account of the Fairy
Mythology and Folk-Lore of his Principality is, by permission, dedi-
cated to H.R.H. the Prince of Wales. Second Edition. 8vo, 18s.

Dritish Philosophers.

Buckle (Henry Thomas) The Life and Writings of By ALFRED
HeNrRYy HuTH. With Portrait. 2 vols., demy 8vo.

Burnaby (Capt.) See “On Horseback.”

Burnham Beeches (Heath, F. G.). With numerous Illustrations

and a Map. Crown 8vo, cloth, gilt edges, 3s. 64. Second Edition.
“‘ Writing with even more than his usual bnlliancy, Mr, HgaTH here gives the
T\ubﬁc an interesting graph of the splendid old trees, . . . This charming
ittle work,”—Globe.
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Butler (W. F) The Great Lone Land ; an Account of the Red
River Expedition, 1869-70. With Illustrations and Map. Fifth and
Cheaper Edition, crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d.

The Wild North Land; the Story of @ Winter Journey

with Dogs across Northern North America. Demy 8vd, cloth, with

numerous Woodcuts and a Map, 4th Edition, 18s. Cr. 8vo, 7s. 6d.

Akim-foo : the History of @ Failure. Demy 8vo, cloth,

2nd Edition, 16s. Also, in crown 8vo, 7s. 64,

CADOGAN (Lady A.) Illustrated Games of Patience.
Twenty-four Diagrams in Colours, with Descriptive Text. Foolscap

4to, cloth extra, gilt edges, 3rd Edition, 12s. 6.

Caldecott (R.). See “ Breton Folk.”

Carbon Process (A Manual of). See LIESEGANG.

Ceramic Art. See JACQUEMART.

Changed Cross (The), and other Religious Poems. 16mo, 2s. 64.

Chant Book Companion to the Book of Common Prayer. Con-
sisting of upwards of 550 Chants for the Daily Psalms and for the
Canticles ; also Kyrie Eleisons, and Music for the Hymns in Holy
Communion, &c. Compiled and Arranged under the Musical Editor-
ship of C. J. VINCENT, Mus. Bac. Crown 8vo, 2s. 64.; Organist’s
Edition, fcap. 4to, 5.
Of various Editions of HYMNAL COMPANION, Lists will be forwarded on

application.

Child of the Cavern (The) ; or, Strange Doings Underground.
By JULEs VERNE, Translated by W, H. G. KINGSTON. Numerous
Illustrations. Sq. cr. 8vo, gilt edges, 7s. 6d. ; cl., plain edges, 5s.

Child’s Play, with 16 Coloured Drawings by E. V. B.  Printed
on thick paper, with tints, 7s. 6d.

- New. By E.V.B. Similarto the above. See New.

Children’s Lives and How to Preserve Them ; or, The Nursery
Handbook. By W.LowMas, M.D. Crown 8vo, cloth, 5s.

Children's Magazine. Illustrated. See St. Nicholas.

Choice Editions of Choice Books. 2s. 6d. each, Illustrated by
C. W. Corr, R.A.,, T. CrReswiICK, R.A.,, E. DUNCAN, BIRKET
FOSTER, J. C. HORsLEY, A.R.A., G. Hicks, R. REDGRAVE, R.A,,
C. STONEHOUSE, F. TAYLER, G. THoMas, H. J. TOWNSHEND,
E. H. WEHNERT, HARRISON WEIR, &c.

Bloomfield’s Farmer’s Boy. Milton’s L’ Allegro.

Campbell’s Pleasures of Hope. | Poetry of Nature. Harrison Weir,
Coleridge’s Ancient Mariner. | Rogers’ (Sam.) Pleasures of Memory.
Goldsmith’s Deserted Village. | Shakespeare’s Songs and Sonnets.
Goldsmith’s Vicar of Wakefield. | Tennyson’s May Queen.

Gray’s Elegy ina Churchyard. | Elizabethan Poets.

Keat’s Eve of St. Agnes, Wordsworth’s Pastoral Poems.
“ Such works are a glorious beatification for a poet.”—A thenenm.
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Clrist in Song. By Dr. PHILIP ScHAFF. A New Edition,
Revised, cloth, gilt edges, 6s.

Cobbett (William). A Biography. By EDWARD SMITH. 2
vols., crown 8vo, 25s.

Comedy (The) of Europe, 1860—18go. A retrospective and
prospective Sketch. Crown 8vo, 6s.

Confiict of Christianity with Heathenism. By Dr. GERHARD
UHLHORN. Edited and Translated from the Third German Edition
by G. C. SMYTH and C. J. H. RopEs. 8vo, cloth extra, 10s. 64.

Continental Tour of Eight Days for Forty-four Shillings. By

2 JOURNEY-MAN. I2mo, Is. -
¢ The book is simply delightful.”—Sgectatgr.

Corea (The). See “ Forbidden Land.”

Covert Side Sketches: Thoughts on Hunting, with Different
Packs in Different Countries. By J. NEVITT F1TT (H.H.0f the Sgorting
Gasette, late of the Field). 2nd Edition. Crown 8vo, cloth, 10s. 64.

Crade-Land of Arts and Creeds ; or, Nothing New under tie
Sun. By CHARLES J. STONE, Barrister-at-law, and late Advocate,
High Courts, Bombay, 8vo, pp. 420, cloth, 14s.

Cripps the Carrier.  3rd Edition, 6s.  See BLACKMORE.

Cruise of HM.S. * Challenger” (The). By W.J.].Spery, R.N,
‘With Route Map and many Illustrations. 6th Edition, demy 8vo, cloth,
18s. Cheap Edition, crown 8vo, some of the Illustrations, 7s. 6d.

Curious Adventures of a Field Cricket. By Dr. ERNEST
CANDRZE, Translated by N. D’ANvERs. With numerous fine
Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt edges, 7s. 6d.

DA NA (R. H.) Two Years before the Mast and Twenty-Four
years After. Revised Edition with Notes, 12mo, 6s.
Daughter (A) of Heth. By W. BLack. Crown 8vo, 6s.
Day of My Life (A); or, Every Day Experiences at Elon.
By an EToN Boy, Author of ‘‘About Some Fellows.” 16mo, cloth
extra, 25s. 64, 6th Thousand. i

Day out of the Life of a Little Maiden (A): Six Studies from
Life. By SHERER and ENGLER. Large 4to, in portfolio, §s.

Diane. By Mrs. MacqQuoip. Crown 8vo, 6s.

Dick Cheveley : his Fortunes and Misfortunes. By W. H. G.

KINGSTON. 350 pp., square 16mo, and 22 full-page Illustrations.
Cloth, gilt edges, 70 &d. ’ P

Dick Sands, the Boy Captain. By JurLes VERNE. With
nearly 100 Illustrations, cloth extra, gilt edges, 10s. 6d.
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Dodge (Mrs. M) Hans Brinker; or, the Silver Skates. An
entirely New Edition, with 59 Full-page and other Woodcuts.
Square crown 8vo, cloth extra, §s. ; Text only, paper, Is.

Dogs of Assize. A Legal Sketch-Book in Black and White.
Containing 6 Drawings by WALTER J. ALLEN. Folio, in wrapper, 6s. 84.

EIGHT Cousins. See ALCOTT.

Eldmuir: An Art-Story of Scottish Home-Life, Scenery, and
Incident. By JaocoB THOMPSON, Jun. Illustrated with Engravings
after Paintings of JAcoB THoMPSON. With an Introductory Notice
by LLEWELLYNN JEWITT, F.S.A., &c. Demy 8vo, cloth extra, 14s.

Elinor Dryden. By Mrs. MacQuoip. Crown 8vo, 6s.

Embroidery (Handbook of). By L. HiceiN. Edited by Lapy
MARIAN ALFORD, and published by authority of the Royal School of
Art Needlework. Witg 16 page Illustrations, Designs for Borders,
&c. Crown 8vo, 5s.

. English Catalogue of Books (The). Published during 1863 to
1871 inclusive, comprising also important American Publications. 30s.
*,* Of the previous Volume, 1835 to 1862, very few remain on

sale ; as also of the Index Volume, 1837 to 1857.

Supplements, 1863, 1864, 1865, 3s. 6d. each; 1866
to 1880, 5s. each. .

English Writers, Chapters for Self-Improvement in English
Literature. By the Author of ‘‘The Gentle Life,” 6s. ; smaller
edition, 2. 6d.

English Philosophers. A Series of Volumes containing short
biographies of the most celebrated English Philosophers, designed to
direct the reader to the sources of more detailed and extensive criticism
than the size and nature of the books in this Series would permit.
Though not issued in chronological order, the series will, when
complete, constitute a comprehensive history of English Philosophy.
Two Volumes will be issued simultaneously at brief intervals, in square
16mo, price 2s. 6d.

The following are alyeady arranged :—
Bacon. Professor FOWLER, Professor of Logic in Oxford.
Berkeley. Professor T. H. GREEN, Professor of Moral Philosophy,

Oxford,
Hamilton, Professor MONK, Professor of Moral Philosophy, Dublin.
J. 8. Mill, Miss HELEN TAYLOR, Editor of ‘“The Works of
Buckle,” &c.
Mansel. Rev. J. H. Huckiy, D.D., Head Master of Repton. »
Adam Smith. Mr. J. A. FARRER, M.A., Author of ¢ Primitive
Manners and Customs.”
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L lish Philosophers, continued :-— .

Hobbes. Mr. A. H. GOsseT, B.A., Fellow of New College, Oxford.

Bentham. Mr. G. E. BugkLE, M.A,, Fellow of All Souls’, Oxford.

Austin. Mr. HARRY JOHNSON, B.A., late Scholar of Queen’s
College, Oxford.

Hartley. Mr. E. S. BoweN, B.A,, late Scholar of New College,

James Mill, Oxford.

Shaftesbury.
Hutcheson. } Professor FOWLER.

Erchomenon ; or, The Republic of Materialism. Small post
8vo, cloth, §s.

Erema; or, My Father's Sin. Se¢ BLACKMORE.

Eton. See “Day of my Life,” * Out of School,” * About Some
Fellows.”

Evans (C.) Over the Hills and Far Away. By C. Evans.
One Volume, crown 8vo, cloth extra, 10s. 64.

A Strange Friendship. Crown 8vo, cloth, ss.

FAMILY Prayers for Working Men. By the Author of
¢¢ Steps to the Throne of Grace.” With an Introduction by the
Rev. E. H. BickersTETH, M.A. Cloth, 1s. ; sewed, 64.

" Fern Paradise (The): A Plea for the Culture of Ferns. ByF.G.
HeatH, New Edition, entirely Rewritten, Illustrated with Eighteen
full-page, numerous other Woodcuts, including 8 Plates of Ferns and
Four Photographs, large post 8vo, cloth, gilt edges, 125. 6. Sixth
Edition. In 12 Parts, sewn, Is. each.

¢ This charming Volume will not only enchant the Fern-lover, but will also
please and instruct the general reader.”—Spectator.

Fern World (The). By F. G. HEaTH. Illustrated by Twelve
Coloured Plates, giving complete Figures (Sixty-four in all) of every
Species of British Fern, printed from Nature; by several ful-page
Engravings. Cloth, gilt, Edition, 12s5. 64. In 12 parts, Is. each.

““Mr. HEATH has really sm us good, well-written descriptions of our native
Ferns, with indications of their habitats, the conditions er which they grow
naturally, and under which they may be cultivated.”—Atkeneum.

Few (A) Hints on Proving Wills. Enlarged Edition, 1s.

First Steps in Conversational French Grammar. ByF. JULIEN.
Being an Introduction to “Petites Legons de Conversation et de
Grammaire,” by the same Author. Faap. 8vo, 128 pp., Is.

Five Years in Minnesota. By MAURICE FARRAR, MLA.
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s.

Flooding of the Sahara (The). See MACKENZIE.

Food for the Pegple ; or, Lentils and other Vegetable Cookery.
By E. E. ORLEBAR, Third Thousand. Small post 8vo, boards, 1s.



List of Publications. 1t

A Fool's Errand. By ONE oF THE FooLs. Crown 8vo, cloth
extra, §s. '
Footsteps of the Master. See SToWE (Mrs. BEECHER).

Forbidden Land (A): Voyages to the Corea. By G. OPPERT.

Numerous Illustrations and Maps. Demy 8vo, cloth extra, 21s.

Four Letures on Electric Induction. Delivered at the Royal
Institution, 1878-9. By J. E. H. GorDON, B.A. Cantab. With
numerous Illustrations. Cloth limp, square 16mo, 3s.

Foreign Countries and the British Colonies. Edited by F. S.
PULLING, M.A., Lecturer at Queen’s College, Oxford, and formerly
Professor at the Yorkshire College, Leeds. A Series of small Volumes
descriptive of the principal Countries of the World by well-known
Authors, each Country being treated of by a Writer who from
Personal Knowledge is qualified to spcak with authority on the Subject.
The Volumes will average 180 crown 8vo pages, will contain Maps,
and, in some cases, a few typical Illustrations.

The following Volumes are in preparation :—

Denmark and Iceland. Russia. Canada.

Greece. Persia. Sweden and Norway.
Switzerland. Japan. The West Indies.
Austria. Peru. New Zealand.

Franc (Maude Jeane). The following form one Series, small
post 8vo, in uniform cloth bindings:—

Emily’s Choice. 5s.

Hall's Vineyard. 4s.

Jokn's Wife : a Story of Life in South Australia. 4s.
———— Marian ; or, the Light of Some One’s Home. ss.
———— Sitlken Cords and Iron Fetters. 4s.

——— Vermont Vale. ss. ’

Minnies Mission. 4s.

——— Little Mercy. 5s.

Beatrice Melton. 4s.

Friends and Foes in the Transkei : An Englishwoman’s Experi-
ences during the Cape Frontier War of 1877-8. By HELEN M.
PRICHARD. Crown 8vo, cloth, 10s. 6d.

Froissart (The Boy's). Selected from the Chronicles of Eng-
land, France, Spain, &c. By SIDNEY LANIER. The Volume will
be fully Illustrated. Crown 8vo, cloth, 7s. 6d.

Funny Foreigners and Eccentric Englishmen. 16 coloured
comic Illustrations for Children. Fcap. folio, coloured wrapper, 4s.
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GAA[ES of Patience. See CADOGAN,
Gentle Lz"fe (Queen Edition). 2 vols. in 1, small 4to, 10s. 6d.

THE GENTLE LIFE SERIES.

Price 6s. each ; or in calf extra, price 10s. 64. ; Smaller Edition, cloth
extra, 2s.

A Reprmt (with the exdeption of ¢ Familiar Words” and ** Other
People’s Windows ”’) has been issued in very neat limp cloth bindings
at 2s. 6. each.

The Gentle Life. Essays in aid of the Formation of Character

of Gentlemen and Gentlewomen. 21st Edition.
¢ Deserves to be printed in letters of gold, and circulated in every house.”—
Chambers’ Yournal.

About in the World. Essays by Author of “ The Gentle Life.”

"Il)t 1; not easy to open it at any page without finding some handy ndea."—-Mam-
ing Pos:

Like unto Christ. A New Translation of Thomas & Kempis’

¢ De Imitatione Chnstl.” 2nd Edition.
¢ Could not be d in a2 more exquisite form, for a more sightly volume was
never seen.”—Jlustrated London News.

Familiar Words. An Index Verborum, or Quotation Hand-
book. Affording an immediate Reference to Phrases and Sentences
that have become embedded in the English language. 3rd and
enlarged Edition. 6:

‘“The most ionary of q jon we have met with.”—Notes and
Queries.

Essays by Montaigne.  Edited and Annotated by the Author
of “‘The Gentle Life.” With Portrait. 2nd Edition.

““We should be glad if any words of ours could help to bespeak a large circula-
tion for this handsome attractive book.”—Zlustrated Times.

The Countess of Pembroke’s Arcadia. Written by Sir PHILIP
SiDNEY. Edited with Notes by Author of ¢‘ The Gentle Life.” 7s. 64.
¢ All the best things are retained intact in Mr. Friswell’s edition.”— Ezaminer.
The Gentle Life. 2nd Series, 8th Edition.

‘‘ There is not a single thought -in the volume that does not contribute in some
measure to the formation of a true gentleman.”—2Dasly News.

The Silent Hour: Essays, Original and Selected. By the
Author of ¢ The Gentle Life.” 3rd Edition.
““ All who possess ‘ The Gentle Life’ should own this volume.”—SZ/andard.

Half-Length Portrasts. Short Studies of Notable Persons.
By J. HAIN FRISWELL. Small post 8vo, cloth extra, 6s.

Essays on English Writers, for the Self-improvement of
Students in English Literature.

““To all who have neglected to read and study t.heu' native hteratum we would
certainly suggest the volume before us as a fitting i
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Zhe Gentle Life Series (continued) :—.
Other People's Windows. By J. HaiN FrisweLL. 3rd Edition.

““The chapters are so lively in themselves, so mingled with shrewd views of
human nature, so full of illustrative anecdotes, that the reader cannot fail tobe
amused.”—Morning Post.

A Marn's Thoughts. By J. HAIN FRISWELL.

German Primer. Being an Introduction to First Steps in
German. By M. T. PREU. 2. 6d.

Getting On in the World ; or, Hints on Success in Life. By
W. MATHEWS, LL.D. Small post 8vo, cloth, 2s. 64. ; gilt edges, 3. 64.

Gilpin’s Forest Scenery. Edited by F. G. HeatH. Large
post 8vo, with numerous Illustrations. Uniform with ¢ The Fern

World” and ‘“Our Woodland Trees.” 12s. 64.

“Those who know Mr. HEATH's Volumes on Ferns, as well as his ‘Woodland
Trees,’ and his little work on ¢ Burnham Beeches,’ will understand the enthusiasm
with which he has executed his task. . . . The Volume deserves to be a favourite
in the boudoir as well as in the library.”—Saturday Revicw.

Gordon (J. E. H.). See “Four Lectures on Electric Induc-
tion,” ¢ Physical Treatise on Electricity,” &c.

- Gouffé. The Royal Cookery Book. By JULES GOUFFE ; trans-
lated and adapted for English use by ALPHONSE GOUFFE, Head
Pastrycook to her Majesty the Queen. Illustrated with large plates
printed in colours. 161 Woodcuts, 8vo, cloth extra, gilt edges, 2/. 2s.

Domestic Edition, half-bound, 10s. 62.

““ By far the ablest and most complete work on cookery that has eve been sub-
mitted to the gastronomical world.””—2Pall Mall Gazette.

Gouraud (Mdlle.) Four Gold Preces. Numerous Illustrations.
Small post 8vo, cloth, 2s. 6d. See also Rose Library.

Government of M. Thiers. By JuLEs SimoN. Translated from
the French. 2 vols., demy 8vo, cloth extra, 32s.

Great Artists. See Biographies.
Greek Grammar. See WALLER.
Guizot's History of France. Translated by ROBERT BLACK.

Super-royal 8vo, very numerous Full-page and other Illustrations. In

vols., cloth extra, gilt, each 24s.
5 “Ie su,pplies awant Wl%l’::lh has long been felt, and ought to be in the hands of all

students of history.”— ZTémes. .
Masson’s School Edition. The
History of France from the Earliest Times to the Outbreak of the
Revolution ; abridged from the Translation by Robert Black, M.A.,
with Chronological Index, Historical and Genealogical Tables, &c.
* By Professor GUSTAVE MAssON, B.A., Assistant Master at Harrow
School. With 24 full-page Portraits, and many other Illustrations.
1 vol., demy 8vo, 600 pp., cloth extra, 10s. 64.
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Guszol’s History of England. 1In 3 vols. of about 500 pp. each,
containilxlx‘g 60 to 70 Full-page and other Illustrations, cloth extra, gilt,
24s

. €ac.

“For I of graphy, plainness of print, and beauty of illustration, these
volumes, of which but one has as yet appeared in English, will hold their own
against any production of an age so luxurious as our own in everything, typography
not excepted.”— Times.

Guyon (Mde.) Life. By Upnam. 6th Edition, crown 8vo, 6s.

HANDBOOK to the Charities of London. See Low's.

of Embroidery ; which see.

o the Principal Schools of England. See Practical.

Half-Hours of Blind Man's Holiday ; or, Summer and Winter
Sketches in Black & White. By W. W. FENN. 2 vols., cr. 8vo, 24s.

Half-Length Portraits. Short Studies of Notable Persons.
By J. HAIN FRISWELL. Small post 8vo, 6s. ; Smaller Edition, 2s. 64.

Hall(W. W.) How to Live Long; or, 1408 Health Maxims,
Physical, Mental, and Moral. By W. W. IiaLr, A.M., M.D.
Small post 8vo, cloth, 2s. Second Edition.

Hans Brinker; or, the Silver Skates. See DODGE.

Have I a Vote? A Handy Book for the Use of the People,
on the Qualifications conferring the Right of Voting at County and
Borough Parliamentary Elections. With Forms and Notes. By
T. H. Lewis, B.A., LL.B. Paper, 6d.

Heart of Africa. Three Years’ Travels and Adventures in the
Unexplored Regions of Central Africa, from 1868 to 1871. By Dr.
GEORG SCHWEINFURTH. Numerous Illustrations, and large Map.
2 vols., crown 8vo, cloth, 15s.

Heath (Francis George). See “Fern World,” “ Fern Paradise,”
““Our Woodland Trees,” ‘Trees and Ferns;” ‘“Gilpin’s Forest
Scenery,” ‘ Burnham Beeches,” ‘¢ Sylvan Spring,” &c.

Heber's (Bishop) lllustrated Edition of Hymns. With upwards
of 100 beautiful Engravings. Small 4to, handsomely bound, 7s. 64.
Morocco, 18s. 64. and 21s.  An entirely New Edition.

Hector Servadac.  See VERNE. 105, 6d. and 5.

Heir of, Kilfinnan (The). New Story by W. H. G. KinGsToN,
Author of * Snoe Shoes and Canoes,” “ With Axe and Rifle,” &c.
With Illustrations. Cloth, gilt edges, 7s. 64.

History and Handbook of Photography. Translated from the
French of GASTON TIssANDIER. Edited by J. THoMsON. Imperial
16mo, over 300 pages, 70 Woodcuts, and Specimens of Prints by the
best Permanent Processes. Second Edition, with an Appendix by
the late Mr. HENRY Fox TaLBOT. Cloth extra, 6s.
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History of a Crime (The) ; Deposition of an Eyewitness. By
VicTor HuGo. 4 vols., crown 8vo, 425, Cheap Edition, 1 vol., 6s.

—— England. See Gulzor.

France. See Guizor.

——— of Russia. ¢e RAMBAUD.

~——— Merchant Shipping. See LINDSAY.

United States. See BRYANT.

~——— Ireland. StANDISH O’GrADY. Vols. I. and IL., 4s. 64.
each.

American Literature. By M. C. TyLER. Vols. L
and II., 2 vols, 8vo, 24s.

History and Principles of Weaving by Hand and by Power. With
several hundred Illustrations. By ALFRED BarLow. Royal 8vo,
cloth extra, 1/. 55. Second Edition.

Hitherts. By the Author of “ The Gayworthys.” New Edition,
cloth extra, 35. 64. Also, in Rose Library, 2 vols., 2s.

Home of the Eddas. By C.G. Lock. Demy 8vo, cloth, 16s.
How to Live Long. See HALL.

How to get Strong and how to Stay so. By WILLIAM BLAIKIE.
A Manual of Rational, Physical, Gymnastic, and other Exercises.
With Illustrations, small post 8vo, 5s.

“ Worthy of every one’s attention, whether old or young.”—Graphic.

Hugo (Victor) “Ninety-Three” Illustrated. Crown 8vo, 6s.

Toilers of the Sea. Crown 8vo. Illustrated, 6s.; fancy
beards, 2s.; cloth, 25s. 6d.; On large paper with all the original
Illustrations, 10s. 6d.

. See “ History of a Crime.”

Hundred Greatest Men (The). 8 vols., containing 15 to 20
Portraits each, 21s. each. Seerbelow.

‘‘Messrs. Sampson Low & Co. are about to issue an important ‘ International’
work, entitled, ‘THE HUNDRED GREATEST MEN;’ being the Lives and
Portraits of the 100 Greatest Men of History, divided into Ei%ht Classes, each Class
to form a Monthly Quarto Volume. The Introductions to the volumes are to be
written by recognized authorities on the different subjects, the English contributors
being DEAN STANLRY, Mr. MATTHEW ARNOLD, Mr. FROUDE, and Professor Max
MULLER: in Germany, Professor HELMHOLTZ; in France, MM. TAINE and
RENAN ; and in America, Mr. EMErsoN. The Portraits are to be Reproductions
from fine and rare Steel lfngnvings."—Acadcmy.

Hygiene and Public Health (A Treatise on). Edited by A. H.
Buck, M.D. Illustrated by numerous Wood Engravings. In 2
royal 8vo vols., cloth, one guinea each.

Hymnal Companion to Book of Common Prayer. Sce
BICKERSTETH.
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LLUSTRATED Texf-BookJ of Art-Education. A Series
of Monthly Volumes prep: for publication. Edited by EDWARD
J. POYNTER, R.A., Director for Art, Science and Art Department.

mﬁr:lVquﬂm, large crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. each, will be issued in the

jbllowmg divisions —

PAINTING.

Classic and Italian. French and Spanish.

German, Flemish, and Dutch. English and American.

ARCHITECTURE.

Classic and Early Christian. | Gothiec, Renaissance, & Modern.
SCULPTURE.

Classic and Oriental | Renaissance and Modern.
ORNAMENT.

Decoration in Colour. | Axchitectural Ornament.

Lllustrations of China and its People. By J. THOMPSON
F.R.G.S. Four Volumes, imperial 4to, each 3. 3s.
In my Indian Garden. By PHIL RoBiNsoN. With a Preface
by EDWIN ARNOLD, M.A., C.S.1., &c. Crown 8vo, limp cloth, 3s. 62.
Involuntary Voyage (An). Showmg how a Frenchman who
abhorred the Sea was most unwillingly and by a series of accidents
driven round the World. Numerous Illustrations. Square crown
8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 64.
Irisk Bar. Comprising Anecdotes, Bon-Mots, and Bio-
graphical Sketches of the Bench and Bar of Ireland. By J. RODERICK
O’FLANAGAN, Barrister-at-Law. Crown 8vo, 125, Second Edition.

-‘7 ACK and Fill. By Miss ALcoTT. Small post 8vo, cloth,
gilt edges, 5s.
Jacquemart (A.) History of the Ceramic Art. By ALBERT

JACQUEMART. With 200 Woodcuts, 12 Steel-plate Engravings, and
1000 Marks and Monograms. Translated by Mrs. BurY PALLISER.

Super-royal 8vo, cloth extra, gilt edges, 28s.
Jimmy's Cruise in the Pinafore. See ALCOTT.

K AFIRLAND : A Ten Months Campaign. By FRANK N.

STREATFIELD, Resident Magistrate in Kaffraria, and Commandant

of Native Levies during the War of 1878. Crown 8vo, cloth
extra, 7s. 6d.

Keble Autograph Birthday Boo sSI?u) Containing on each left-
hand p: the date and a selected verse from Keble's hymns.
Imperial 8vo, with 12 Floral Chromos, ornamental binding, giltedgs,
15s.
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Khedive's Egypt (The); or, The old House of Bondage under
. New Masters. By EDWIN DE LEON. Illustrated. Demy 8vo, 8s. 64.

King's Rifle (The): From the Atlantic to the Indian Ocean

Across Unknown Countries ; Discovery of the Great Zambesi Affluents,
&c. By Major SERPA PINTO. With 24 full-page and about 100
smaller Illustrations, 13 small Maps, and 1 large one. Demy 8vo.

Kingston (W. H. G.). See *Snow-Shoes.”
Child of the Cavern.

———— Two Supercargoes.

Witk Axe and Rifle.

~———— Begum’'s Fortune.

——— Heir of Kilfinnan.

Dick Cheveley.

LADY Silverdales Sweetheart. 6s. See BLACK.

Lenten Meditations. In Two Series, each complete in itself.
By the Rev. CLAUDE BOSANQUET, Author of ‘‘Blossoms from the
King’s Garden.” 16mo, cloth, First Series, 1s.6d. ; Second Series, 2s.

Lentils. See “Food for the People.”

Liesegang (Dr. Paul E.) A Manual of the Carbon Process of
Photography. Demy 8vo, half-bound, with Illustrations, 4s.

Life and Letters of the Honourable Charles Sumner (The).
2 vols., royal 8vo, cloth. Second Edition, 36s.

Lindsay (W. S.) History of Merchant Shipping and Ancient
Commerce. Over 150 Illustrations, Maps and Charts. In 4 vols.,
demy 8vo, cloth extra. Vols. 1 and 2, 21s. ; vols. 3 and 4, 24s. each.

Lion Jack: a Story of Perilous Adventures amongst Wild Men
and Beasts. Showing how Menageries aremade. By P. T. BARNUM.
With Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, price 6s.

Little King ; or, the Taming of @ Young Russian Count. Ry
S. BLANDY. 64 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, gilt edges, 7s. 62. ; plainer
binding, 5.

Little Mercy ; or, For Better for Worse. By MAUDE JEANNE
FRANC, Author of ‘‘Marian,” ‘Vermont Vale,” &c., &c. Small
post 8vo, cloth extra, 45. Second Edition.

Long (Col. C. Chaillé) Central Africa. Naked Truths of
Naked People : an Account of Expeditions to Lake Victoria Nyanza
and the Magraka Niam-Niam. Qemy 8vo, numerous Illustrations, 18s.

Lost Sir Massingberd. New Edition, crown 8vo, boards, coloured
wrapper, 2s.
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Low's German Series—

1. The Illustrated German Primer. Being the easiest introduction
to the study of German for all beginners. 1.

2. The Children’s own German Book. A Selection of Amusing
and Instructive Stories in Prose. Edited by Dr. A. L. MEISSNER.
Small post 8vo, cloth, 1s. 6d.

3. The First German Reader, for Children from Ten to
Fourteen. Edited by Dr. A. L. MEISSNER. Small post 8vo,
cloth, 1s. 6d.

4. The Second German Reader. Edited by Dr. A. L. MEISSNER.
Small post 8vo, cloth, 1s. 6d.

Buckheim’s Deutsche Prosa. Two Volumes, sold separately :—

5. Schiller’s Prosa. Containing Selections from the Prose Works'
of Schiller, with Notes for English Students. By Dr. BUCHHEIM,
Small post 8vo, 2s. 6d.

6. Goethe’s Prosa. Selections from the Prose Works of Goethe,
with Notes for English Students. By Dr. BUCHHEIM. Small
post 8vo, 3s. 6d.

Low's International Series of Toy Books. 6d. each; or
Mounted on Linen, Is.

1. Little Fred and his Fiddle, from Asbjomsen’s ‘‘Norwegian

Fairy Tales.”
2. The Lad and the North Wind, ditto.
3. The Pancake, ditto.

Low's Standard Library of Travel and Adventure. Crown 8vo,
bound uniformly in cloth extra, price 7s. 64.
1. The Great Lone Land. By Major W. F. BUTLER, C.B.
2. The Wild North Land. By Major W. F. BUTLER, C.B.
3. How I found Livingstone. By H. M. STANLEY.
4. The Threshold of the Unknown Region. By C. R. MARk-
HAM. (4th Edition, with Additional Chapters, 10s. 6d.)
5. A Whaling Cruise to Bafiin’s Bay and the Gulf of Boothia.
By A. H. MARKHAM.
6. Campaigning on the Oxus. By J. A. MACGAHAN.
7. Akim-foo: the History of a Failure. By Major W. F.
BuUTLER, C.B.
8. Ocean to Ocean. By the Rev. GEORGE M. GRANT. With
Illustrations.
9. Cruise of the Challenger. By W. J. J. Sery, R.N.
10. Schweinfurth’s Heart of Africa. 2 vols., 15s.

1I1. '.l'hroug{h the Dark Oontinent. By H. M. STANLEY. I vol.,
125, 6d.
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Low’s Standard Novels. Crown 8vo, 6s. each, cloth extra.

My Lady Greensleeves. By HELEN MATHERS, Authoress of
¢ Comin’ through the Rye,” ¢ Cherry Ripe,” &c.

Three Feathers. By WILLIAM BLACK.

A Daughter of Heth. 13th Edition. By W. Brack. With
Frontispiece by F. WALKER, A.R.A.

Kilmeny. A Novel. By W. BLACK.

In 8Silk Attire. By W. BLACK.

Lady Silverdale’s Sweetheart. By W. BLACK. .

Eistﬁry of a Crime: The Story of the Coup d’Ltat. By VicTor

UGO.

Alice Lorraine, By R. D. BLACKMORE.

Lorna Doone. By R. D. BLAckMORE. 8th Edition.

Cradock Nowell. By R. D. BLACKMORE.

Clara Vaughan. By R. D. BLACKMORE.

Cripps the Carrier. By R. D. BLACKMORE.

Erema; or My Father’s 8in. By R. D. BLACKMORE,

Innocent. By Mrs. OLIPHANT. Eight Illustrations.

‘Work. A Story of Experience. By Louisa M. ArcorT. Illustra-
tions. Sez also Rose Library.

The Afghan Knife. By R. A. STERNDALE, Author of “ Seonee.”

A French Heiress in her own Chateau. By the author of * One
Only,” ¢‘Constantia,” &c. Six Illustrations.

Ninety-Three. By VicTor Huco. Numerous Illustrations.

My Wife and I. By Mrs. BEECHER STOWE.

Wreck of the Grosvenor. By W. CLARK RUSSELL.

Elinor Dryden. By Mrs. MACQuUOID. ’

Diane. By Mrs. MACQUOID.

Poganuc People, Their Loves and Lives, By Mrs. BEECHER
STOWE. :

A Golden Sorrow. By Mrs. CASHEL HOEY.

Low's Handbook to the Charities of London. Edited and
revised to date by C. MACKESON, F.S.S., Editor of ‘“ A Guide to the
Churches of London and its Suburbs,” &c. 1s.

MA CGAHAN (]. A.) Campaigning on the Oxus, and the
Fall of Khiva. With Map and numerous Illustrations, 4th Edition,
small post 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d.
Macgregor (John) “Rob Roy” onm the Baltic. 3rd Edition,
small post 8vo, 2s. 6d.
A Thousand Miles in the “Rob Roy” Canoe. 11th
Edition, small post 8vo, 2s. 6d.
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Macgregor (John) Description of the “Rob Roy” Canoe, with
Plans, &c, 1s.

The Voyage Alone in the Yawl *“ Rob Roy.” New
Edition, thorough]y revised, with additions, small post 8vo, §s.;
boards, 2.

Mackensie (D). The Flooding of the Sakara. By DONALD
MACKENZIE. 8vo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, 10s. 64.

Macquoid (Mrs.) Elinor Dryden. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s.
Diane. Crown 8vo, 6s.
Magaszine (lllustrated) for Young People. See “ St. Nicholas.”

Markham (C. R.) The Threshold of the Unknown Region.
Crown 8vo, with Four Maps, 4th Edition. Cloth extra, 10s. 6d.

Maury (Commander) Physical Geography of the Sea, and its
Meteorology. Being a Reconstructlon and Enlargement of his former
Work, with Charts and Diagrams. New Edition, crown 8vo, 6s

Memoirs of Madame de Rémusat, 1802—1808. By her Grand-
son, M. PAUL DE REMUSAT, Senator. Translated by Mrs. CASHEL
HoEeY and and Mr. JoHN LILLIE. 4th Edition, cloth extra. This
work was written by Madame de Rémusat during the time she
was living on the most intimate terms with the Empress Josephine,
and is full of revelations respecting, the private life ofp Bonaparte, and
of men and politics of the first years of the century. Revelations
which have already created a great sensation in Paris. 8vo, 2 vols. 32s.

AMen of Mark: a Gallery of Contemporary Portraits of the most
Eminent Men of the Day taken from Life, especially for this publica-
tlon, (rnce 1s. 6. monthly. Vols. L., IL., III., and IV., handsomely

cloth, gilt edges, 25s. each.

zl{tclzad Strogoff. 10s. 6d. and §s. Sec VERNE.

Mitford (Miss). See “ Our Village.”

Montaigne's Essays. See “ Gentle Life Series.”

Ay Brother Jack; or, The Story of Whatdyecallen. Written
by Himself. From the French of ALPHONSE DAUDET. Illustrated

by P. PHILIPPOTEAUX. Imperial 16mo, cloth extra, gilt edges, 7s. 64. ;
plainer binding, ss.

My Lady Greenslecves. By HELEN MATHERs, Authoress of
“Comm through the Rye,” ““Cherry Ripe,” &c. 1 vol. edition,
crown 8vo, cloth, 6s.
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My Rambles in the New World. By LUCIEN BIarT, Author of
““The Adventures of a Young Naturalist.” Numerous full-page
Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt edges, 7s. 64.; plainer
binding, §s.

Mysterious Island. By JuLes VERNE. 3 vols., imperial 16mo.
150 Illustrations, cloth gilt, 3s. 64. each; elaborately bound, gilt
edges, 7s. 6d. each. Cheap Edition, with some of the Illustrations,
cloth, gilt, 2s.; paper, Is. each.

NARES (Sir G. S, K.C.B.) Narrative of a Voyage to the
Polar Sea during 1875-76, in H.M.’s Ships “‘ Alert” and *‘ Discovery.”

By Captain Sir G. S. NAREs, R.N,, K.C.B., F.R.S. Published by per-
mission of the Lords Commissioners of the Admiralty. With Notes on

the Natural History, edited by H. W. FEILDEN, F.G.S., C.M.Z.S.,
F.R.G.S., Naturalist to the Expedition. Two Volumes, demy 8vo, with
numerous Woodcut Illustrations, Photographs, &c. 4th Edition, 2/, 2s.

National Music of the World. By the late HENrRY F. CHOR-
LEY. Edited by H. G. HEWLETT. Crown 8vo, cloth, 8s. 6d.

“ What I have to offer are not a few impressions, scrambled together in the haste
of the moment, but are the result of many years of comparison and experience.”—
From the Author's *“ Prelude.”

New Child’s Play (4). Sixteen Drawings by E. V. B. Beauti-
fully printed in colours, 4to, cloth extra, 12s. 64.

New Guinea (A Few Months in). By Ocravius C. STONE,
F.R.G.S. With numerous Illustrations from the Author’s own
Drawings. Crown 8vo, cloth, 12s. :

New Ireland. By A. M. SuLLivaN, M.P. for Louth. 2 vols.,
demy 8vo, 30s. Cheaper Edition, 1 vol., crown 8vo, 8s. 6.

New Novels. Crown 8vo, cloth, 10s. 64. per vol. :—

Mary Anerley. By R. D, BLACKMORE, Author of ‘‘ Lorna Doone,”
&c. 3 vols.

The Sisters. By G. EBERS, Author of ‘“ An Egyptian Princess.”
2 vols., 16mo, 2s. each.

Countess Daphne. By RITA, Authoress of ¢‘ Vivienne ” and “‘ Like
Dian’s Kiss.” 3 vols.

Sunrise. By W. Brack. In 15 Monthly Parts, 1s. each.

Wait a Year., - By HARRIET BowRa, Authoress of ‘A Young
Wife’s Story.” 3 vols.

Sarah de Beranger. By JEAN INGELOW. 3 vols.

The Braes of Yarrow. - By C. GIBBON. 3 vols.

Elaine’s Story. By MAUD SHERIDAN. 2 vols.

Prince Fortune and His Friends. 3 vols.
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Noble Words and Noble Deeds. ‘Translated from the French of
E. MULLER, by DorA LEIGH. Containing many Full-page Illustra-
tions by PHILIPPOTEAUX. Square imperial 16mo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d.

North American Review (The). Monthly, price 2s. 6d.

Notes on Fish and Fishing. By the Rev. J. J. MaNLEY, M.A.
With Illustrations, crown 8vo, cloth extra, leatherette binding, 10s. 64.

Nursery Playmates (Prince of ). 217 Coloured pictures for
Children by eminent Artists. Folio, in coloured boards, 6s.

OBERAMMERGAU Passion Play. See “Art in the

Mountains.”

Ocean to Ocean: Sandford Fleming's Expedition through
Canada in 1872. By the Rev. GLORGE M. GRANT. With Illustra-
tions. Revised and enlarged Edition, crown 8vo, cloth, 7s. 64.

Old-Fashioned Girl, See ALCOTT.

Oliphant (Mrs.) Innocent. A Tale of Modern Life. By Mrs.
OLIPHANT, Author of ‘‘The Chronicles of Carlingford,” &c., &c.
With Eight Full-page Illustrations, small post 8vo, cloth extra, 6s.

On Horseback through Asia Minor. By Capt. FRED BURNABY,
Royal Horse Guards, Author of ‘““A Ride to Khiva.” 2 vols.,
8vo, with three Maps and Portrait of Author, 6th Edition, 38s.;
Cheaper Edition, crown 8vo, 10s. 64.

Our Little Ones in Heaven. Edited by the Rev. H. RoBBINS.
With Frontispiece after Sir JosHUA REYNoLDs. Fcap., cloth extra,
New Edition—the 3rd, with Illustrations, §s.

Our Village. By MARY RUSSELL MiTForDp. Illustrated with
Frontispiece Steel Engraving, and 12 full-page and 157 smaller Cuts
of Figure Subjects and Scenes. Crown 4to, cloth, gilt edges, 21s.

Our Woodland Trees. By F. G. HEaTH. Large post 8vo,
cloth, gilt edges, uniform with *‘Fern World ” and “‘ Fern Paradise,”
by the same Author. 8 Coloured Plates (showing leaves of every
British Tree) and 20 Woodcuts, cloth, gilt edges, 12s. 64. Third
Edition.

““The book, as a whole, meets a distinct need ; its engravings are excellent, its
coloured leaves and leaflets singularl and both author and engraver

%)pepr to have been animated by a ‘kymd:ed love of their subject.””—Saturday
eview.
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PA]NTERS of All Schools. By Louis VIARDOT, and other

Writers. 500 pp., super-royal 8vo, 20 Full-page and 70 smaller

Engravings, cloth extra, 25s. A New Edition is issued in Half-
crown parts, with fifty additional portraits, cloth, gilt edges, 31s. 64.

Falliser (Mrs.) A History of Lace, from the Eariiest Period.
A New and Revised Edition, with additional cuts and text, upwards
of 100 Illustrations and coloured Designs. 1 vol. 8vo, 1/, 1s.

““One of the most readable books of the s:ﬁs&n H penngnentt!y valuable, alwaysin-
o y

teresting, oftenamusing, and not infe in e a gift book.”"—T'smes.

Historic Devices, Badges, and War Cries. 8vo, 1. 1s.

The China Collector's Pocket Companion. With up- .
wards of 1000 Illustrations of Marks and Monograms, 2nd Edition,
with Additions. Small post 8vo, limp cloth, §s.

Pretites Legons de Conversalion et de Grammaive: Oral and
Conversational Method ; being Lessons introducing the most Useful
Topics of Conversation, upon an entire‘l{ new tgrinciple, &c. B
F. JuLieN, French Master at King Edward the Sixth’s School,
Birmingham. Author of * The Student’s French Examiner,” ¢ First
Steps in Conversational French Grammar,” which see.

Phillyps (L.) Dictionary qf Biographical Reference.  8vo,
1/. 115. 6d.

Photography (History and Handbook of). See TISSANDIER.

Physical Treatise on Electricity and Magnetism. By J. E. H.
GorDON, B.A., With about 200 coloured, -full-page, and other
Illustrations. Among the newer portions of the work may be
enumerated : All the more recent investigations on Strie by Spottis-
woode, De la Rue, Moulton, &c. An account of Mr. Crooke’s recent
researches. Full descriptions and pictures of all the modern Magnetic
Survey Instruments now used at Kew Observatory. Full accounts of
all the modern work on Specific Inductive Capacity, and of the more
recent determination of the ratio of Electric units (v). It is believed
that in respect to the number and beauty of the Illustrations, the work
will be quite unique. 2 vols., 8vo, 36s.

Picture Gallery of British Art (The). 38 Permanent Photo-
graphs after the most celebrated English Painters. With Descriptive
Letterpress. Vols. I to 3, cloth extra, 18s. each. Vols. 6, 7, and 8,
commencing New Series, demy folio, 31s. 6d.

Pinto (Major Serpa). See “ King'’s Rifle.”

Placita Anglo-Normannica. The Procedure and Constitution of
the Anglo-Norman Courts (WILLIAM I.—RICHARD 1.), as shown b
Contemporaneous Records. With Explanatory Notes, &c. By M. M{
BIGELOW. Demy 8vo, cloth, 215,
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Plutarck’s Lives. An Entirely New and Library Edition.
Edited by A. H. CLouGH, Esq. vols., 8vo, 2/. 10s.; half-morocco,
gilt top, 3/ Alsoin I vol, royal 8vo, 800 pp., cloth extra, 18s.;
half-bound, 2I1s.

Morals. Uniform with Clough’s Edition of “ Lives of
Plutarch.” Edited by Professor GOODWIN. § vols., 8vo, 3/ 3s.

Poems of the Inner Life. A New Edition, Revised, with many
additional Poems. Small post 8vo, cloth, 5s.

Poganuc People: their Loves and Lives. By Mrs. BEECHER
STowE. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s.

Polar Expeditions. See KOLDEWEY, MARKHAM, MACGAHAN,
and NAREs. ¢

Practical (A) Handbook to the Principal Schools of England.
By C. E. PascoE. New Edition, crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6.

Prejevalsky (N. M) From Kulja, across the Tian Shan to Lob-
nor. Translated by E. DELMAR MORGAN, F.R.G.S. Demy 8vo,
with a Map, 16s.

Prince Ritto ; or, The Four-leaved Shamrock. By FANNY W.
Currey. With 10 Full-page Fac-simile R:lproductions of Original
Drawings by HELEN O’HARA. Demy 4to, cloth extra, gilt, 10s. 64.

Publishers Circular (The), and General Record of British and
Foreign Literature. Published on the 1st and 15th of every Month, 34.

RAMBA UD (Alfred). History of Russia, from its Origin
to the Year 1877. With Six Maps. Translated by Mrs. L. B.
LANG. 2 vols., demy 8vo, cloth extra, 38s.

Recollections of Writers. By CHARLES and Marvy CowbDEN
CLARKE. Authors of ¢ The Concordance to Shakespeare,” &c. ;
with Letters of CHARLES LAMB, LEIGH HUNT, DOUGLAS.JERROLD,
and CHARLES DICKENS ; and a Preface by MARY COWDEN CLARKE.
Crown 8vo, cloth, 10s. 6d.

Reminiscences of the War in New Zeoland. By Tromas W.
GUDGEON, Lieutenant and Quartermaster, Colonial Forces, N.Z.
With Twelve Portraits. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 10s. 64.

Rémusat (Madame de). See “ Memoirs of.”
Robinson (Phil). See * In my Indian Garden.”
Rochefoucauld's Reflections. Bayard Series, 2s. 6d.
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Rogers (S.) Pleasures of Memory. See “ Choice Editions of
Choice Books.” 2s. 6d.

Rose in Bloom. See ALCOTT.
Rose Library (The). Popular Literatureof all countries. Each

volume, 1s. ; cloth, 25s. 64. Many of the Volumes are Illustrated—

I XN X

©

10.

II.

12,

13.
14
1s.

16.
17.

18.

19.

20,
21
22,
23.

285,
26.
27.
28.

. Sea-Gull Rock. By JuLEs SANDEAU. Illustrated.

Little Women. By LouisA M. ALCOTT.

Little Women Wedded. Forming a Sequel to ¢‘Little Women.”
The House on Wheels. By MADAME DE Storz. Illustrated.
Little Men. By Louisa M. ALCOTT. Dble. vol., 2. ; cloth, 3s. 64.

The Old-Fashioned Girl. By Louisa M. ALcoTT. Double
vol., 2s. ; cloth, 3s. 64,
The Mistress of the Manse. By J. G. HOLLAND,

. Timothy Titcomb’s Letters to Young People, Single and

Married.

. Undine, and the Two Captains. By Baron DE LA MoOTTE

FouQuE., A New Translation by F. E. BUNNETT. Illustrated.

Dlx:laxy Miller’s Dowry, and the Elder’s Wife. By SAxk

OLM,

The Four Gold Pieces. By Madame GOURAUD. Numerous
Illustrations. )

‘Work. A Story of Experience. First Portion. By Louisa M.
ALCOTT. '

Beginning Again. Being a Connnuatlon of “Work.,” By
Loursa M. ALCOTT.

Picciola; or, the Prison Flower. By X. B. SAINTINE.
Numerous Graphic Illustrations,

Robert’s Holidays. Illustrated.

The Two Children of St. Domingo. Numerous Illustrations.

Aunt Jo’s Scrap Bag.

Stowe (Irs. H, B.) The Pearl of Orr’s Island.

——— The Minister’s Wooing.

Betty’s Bright Idea.

The Ghost in the Mill.

Captain Kidd’s Money.

‘We and our Neighbours. Double vol., 2s.

My Wife and I. Double vol., 2. ; cloth, gilt, 3s. 64,

Hans Brinker; or, the Silver Skates.

Lowell’s My Study Window.

Holmes (0. W.) The Guardian Angel.

‘Warner (C. D.) My Summer in a Garden.
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The Rose Library, continued -—

29. Hitherto. By the Author of * The Gayworthys.” 2 vols., 1s. each.

30. Helen’s Babies. By their Latest Victim.

31. The Barton Experiment. By the Author of ‘“ Helen’s Babies.”

32. Drp;i. Bévers. BEECHER STOWE. Double vol.,, 2s. Cloth,
, 35. 6d.

33. Warner (C. D.) In the Wilderness.

34. Six to One. A Seaside Story.

Russell (W. H., LL.D.Y The Tour of the Prince of Wales in
India. By W. H. RusseLL, LL.D. Fully Illustrated by SYDNEY
P. HArL, M.A. Super-royal 8vo, cloth extra, gilt edges, 52s. 64.;
Large Paper Edition, 84s.

SANCTA Christina: a Slory of the First Century. By
ELEANOR E. ORLEBAR. Witha Preface by the Bishop of Winchester.
Small post 8vo, cloth extra, 5s.

Scientific Memoirs: being Experimental Contributions fo a
Knowledge of Radiant Energy. By JoHN WILLIAM DRAPER, M.D.,
LL.D., Author of ‘‘ A Treatise on Human Physiology,” &c. With
Steel Portrait of the Author. Demy 8vo, cloth, 473 pages, 14s.

Scott (Sir G. Gilbert.) See “ Autobiography.”

Sea-Gull Rock. By JULES SANDEAU, of the French Academy.
Royal 16mo, with 79 Illustrations, cloth extra, gilt edges, 7s. 6d.
Cheaper Edition, cloth gilt, 2s. 64. Sez also Rose Library.

Seonce : Sporting in the Satpura Range of Central India, and in
the Valley of the Nerbudda. By R. A. STERNDALE, F.R.G.S. 8vo,
with numerous Illustrations, 21s.

The Serpent Charmer: a Tale of the Indian Mutiny. By
Lovuls RoOUSSELET, Author of ¢“India and its Native Princes.”
Numerous Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt edges, 7s. 64. ;
plainer binding, §s.

Shakespeare (The Boudosr). Edited by HeENRY CUNDELL.
Carefully bracketted for reading aloud ; freed from all objectionable
matter, and altogether free from notes. Price 2s. 64. each volume,
cloth extra, gilt edges. Contents :—Vol I., Cymbeline—Merchant of
Venice. Each play separately, paper cover, 1s. Vol. IL, As You
Like It—King Eea.r—Much Ado about Nothing. Vol. III., Romeo
and Juliet—Twelfth Night—King John. The latter six plays sepa-
rately, paper cover, 94.
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Shakespeare Key (The). Forming a Companion to “ The
Complete Concordance to Shakespeare.” By CHARLES and MARrY
CowDEN CLARKE. Demy 8vo, 800 pp., 21s.

Shooting : its Appliances, Practice, and Purpose. By JAMEs
Darzier DouGarL, F.S.A., F.Z.A. Author of ‘Scottish Field
Sports,” &c. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 10s. 6d.

““The book is admirable in every way. . . . . We wish it every success.”—Ghde.
“A very complete treatise. . .. . Zﬂm ly to take high rank as an authrrity on
shooting.”—Daily News.

Silent Hour (The). See “ Gentle Life Series.”
Silver Pitchers. See ALCOTT.

Simon (Fules). See * Government of M. Thiers.”
Six to One. A Seaside Story. 16mo, boards, 1s.

Smith (G.) Assyrian Explorations and Discoveries. By the late
GEORGE SMITH. Illustrated by Photographs and Woodcuts. Demy
8vo, 6th Edition, 18s.

The Chaldean Account of Genesis. By the late
G. SMITH, of the Department of Oriental Antiquities, British Museum.
With many Illustrations. Demy 8vo, cloth extra, 6th Edition, 16s.

Snow-Shoes and Canoes ; or, the Adventures of a Fur-Hunler
in the Hudson’s Bay Territory. By W. H. G. KINGSTON. 2nd
Edition. With numerous Illustrations. Square crown 8vo, cloth
extra, gilt edges, 7s. 64. ; plainer binding, §s.

Songs and Etchings in Shade and Sunshine. By J. E. G,
Illustrated with 44 Etchings. Small 4to, cloth, gilt tops, 25s.

South Kensington Museum. Monthly 1s.  See * Art Treasures.”

Stanley (H. M.) How I Found Livingstone. Crown 8vo, cloth
extra, 7s. 6d. ; large Paper Edition, 10s. 64.

“My Kalulu,” Prince, King, and Slave. A Story
from Central Africa. Crown 8vo, about 430 pp., with numerous graphic
Illustrations, after Original Designs by the Author. Cloth, 7s. 64.

——— Cuvomassie and Magdala. A Story of Two British
Campaigns in Africa. Demy 8vo, with Maps and Illustrations, 16s.

— Through the Dark Continent, which see.

St. Nicholas Magazine. 4to, in handsome cover. 1s. monthly.
Annual Volumes, handsomely bound, 15s. Its special features are,
the great variety and interest of its literary contents, and the beauty
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and profuseness of its Illustrations, which surpass anything yet
attempted in any publication for young people, and the stories are by
the best living authors of juvenile literature. Each Part contains, on
an average, 50 Illustrations.

Story without an End. From the German of Carové, by the late
Mrs. SARAH T. AusTIN. Crown 4to, with 15 Exquisite Drawings
by E. V. B, printed in Colours in Fac-simile of the original Water
Colours ; and numerous other Illustrations. New Edition, 7s. 64.

square 4to, with Illustrations by HARVEY. 2s. 64.

Stowe (Mrs. Beecher) Dred. Cheap Edition, boards, 2s. Cloth,
gilt edges, 3s. 6d.

Footsteps of the Master. With Illustrations and red
borders. Small post 8vo, cloth extra, 6s.

Geography, with 6o Illustrations. Square cloth, 4s. 64.

——— Little Foxes. Cheap Edition, 1s.; Library Edition,
4. 64d. . .
Betty's Bright Idea. 1s.

——— My Wife and I; or, Harry Henderson's History.
Small post 8vo, cloth extra, 6s.*

Minister's Wooing. s5s.; Copyright Series, 15. 64.; cl., 25.*
Old Town Folk. 6s.; Cheap Edition, 2s. 64.

——— 0ld Town Fireside Stories. Cloth extra, 3s. 6d.
———— Our Folks at Poganuc. 10s. 6d.

——— We and our Neighbours. 1 vol., small post 8vo, 6s.
Sequel to My Wife and L.”* ;

Pink and White Tyranny. Small post 8vo, 3s. 64.;
Cheap Edition, 1s. 64. and 2s.

~—— Queer Little People. 1s.; cloth, 2s,

——— Chimney Corner. 1s.; cloth, 1s. 64.
———— The Pearl of Orr’sTsland. Crown 8vo, 5s.*
Litile Pussey Willow. Fcap., 2s.

® See also Roso Library,
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Stowe (Mrs. Beecher) Woman in Sacred History. Illustrated
with 15 Chromo-lithographs and about 200 pages of Letterpress.
Demy 4to, cloth extra, gilt edges, 25s.

Student’s French Examiner. By F. JULIEN, Author of ¢ Petites
Legons de Conversation et de Grammaire.” Square crown 8vo, cloth, 2.

Studies in German Literature. By Bavarp TavrLor. Edited
by MARIE TAYLOR. With an I[ntroduction by the Hon. GEORGE
H. BokER. 8vo, cloth extra, 10s. 6d.

Studies in the Theory of Descent. By Dr. Auc. WEISMANN,

- Professor in the University of Freiburg. Translated and edited by
RAPHAEL MELDOLA, F.C.S., Secretary of the Entomological Society
of London. Part I.—*¢On the Seasonal Dimorphism of Butterflies,”
containing Oxsginal Communications by Mr. W. H. EDWARDS, of
Coalburgh. ith two Coloured Plates. Price of Part. I. (to Sub-
scribers for the whole work only) 8s; Part II. (6 coloured plates), 16s. ;
Part III., 6s. '

Sugar Beet (The). Including a History of the Beet Sugar
Industry in Europe, Varieties of the Sugar Beet, Examination, Soils,
Tillage, Seeds and Sowing, Yield and Cost of Cultivation, Harvesting,
Transportation, Conservation, Feeding Qualities of the Beet and of
the Pulp, &c. By L. S. WARE. Illustrated. 8vo, cloth extra, 21s.

Sullivan (4. M., M.P)). See *“New Ireland.”

Sulphuric Acid (A Practical Treatise on the Manufacture of).
By A. G. and C. G. Lock, Consulting Chemical Engineers. With
77 Construction Plates, and other Illustrations.

Sumner (Hon. Charles). See Life and Letters.

Sunrise: A Story of These Times. By WiLLiam BLACK,
Aathor of ‘A Daughter of Heth,” &c. To be published in 15
Monthly Parts, commencing April 1st, Is. each.

" Surgeon’s Handbook on the Treatment of Wounded in War. By
Dr. FRIEDRICH ESMARCH, Professor of Surgery in the University of
Kiel, and Surgeon-General to the Prussian Army. Translated by
H. H. CrurToN, B.A. Cantab, F.R.C.S. Numerous Coloured
Plates and Illustrations, 8vo, strongly bound in flexible leather, 12, 8s.

Sylvan Spring. By Francis GEORGE HEATH. Illustrated by
12 Coloured Plates, drawn by F. E. HuLme, F.L.S., Artist and
Author of ¢ Familiar Wild Flowers ;>” by 16 full-page, and more than
100 other Wood Engravings. Large post 8vo, cloth, gilt edges, 125, 6d.
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TA UCHNITZ'S English Editions of German Authors.
Each volume, cloth flexible, 2. ; or sewed, 1s. 64. (Catalogues post

free on application. )

——— (B.).German and English Dictionary. Cloth, 1s. 64.;
‘roan, 2s,

French and English. Paper, 1s. 6d. ; cloth, 2s.; roan,

25, 6d.

ltalian and English. Paper, 1s. 6d.; cloth, 2s.;

roan, 2s5. 6d.

Spanisk and Englisk. Paper, 1s. 64. ; cloth, 2s. ; roan,

25. 6d. :

New Testament. Cloth, 2s. ; gilt, 25 6d.

Zuylor (Bayard). See “ Studies in German Literature.”

Texthook (A) of Harmony. TFor the Use of Schools and
Students. By the late CHARLES EDWARD HoORsSLEY. Revised for
the Press by WESTLEY RICHARDS and W. H. CALCOTT. Small post
8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d.

Through the Dark Continent: The Sources of the Nile ;" Around
the Great Lakes, and down the Congo. By HENRY M. STANLEY.
2 vols., demy 8vo, containing 150 Full-page and other Illustrations,
2 Portraits of the Author, and 10 Maps, 42s. Seventh Thousand.
Cheaper Edition, crown 8vo, with some of the Illustrations and Maps.
I vol., 12s. 6d.

Tour of the Prince of Wales tn India. See RUSSELL.

Trees and Ferns. By F. G. HEaTH. Crown 8vo, cloth, gilt
edges, with numerous Illustrations, 3s. 6d.

“ A charming little volume.”—ZLand and Water.

Turkistan. Notes of a Journey in the Russian Provinces of
Central Asia and the Khanates of Bokhara and Kokand. By EUGENE
SCHUYLER, Late Secretary to the American Legation, St. Petersburg.
NumerousIllustrations. 2 vols, 8vo, cloth extra, sth Edition, 2/ 2s.

Two Friends. By LUCIEN BIART, Author of ¢ Adventures of
a Young Naturalist,” ‘“ My Rambles in the New World,” &c. Small
post 8vo, numerous Illustrations, gilt edges, 7s. 64. ; plainer binding, §s.

Two Supercargoes (The) ; or, Adventures in Savage Africa.
By W. H. G. KINGSTON. Numerous Full-page Illustrations. Square

. imperial 16mo, cloth extra, gilt edges, 7s. 64. ; plainer binding, §s.

U P and Down ; or, Fifty Years Experiences in Australia,

California, New Zealand, India, China, and the South Pacific.

Being the Life History of Capt. W. J. BARRY. Written by Himself.
With several Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 8s. 64,
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" Jules Verne, that Prince of Story-tellers.’'—Tuuss.

BOOKS BY JULES VERNE.

I Containing 3500 600 pp. Containing the whole of the
o o o D . .
Lizer Cno:vn‘ 8vo l mﬁ-gagg!ﬁl?;&:io:ns. text with some illustrations,
Invery In In cloth '
handsome plainer || bindicg, gilt
WORKS. cloth bind- | binding, edges, Coloured Boards.
. i:g, gilt plain smaller
ges. edges. type.
s d. s d. 8. d.
Twenty Thousand Leagues
under the Sea. Part I. 10 6 5 0 3 6 2 vols., 1s. each.
Ditto. Part II.
Hector Servadac . . . 10 6 5 0
The Fur Country . . . 10 6 5 0 8 6 |2vols, 1s. each.
From the Earth to the
Moon and a Trip round 10 6 5 0 [ 2 vols.,2s.!2vols., 1s. each.
ith;l. S . .ﬂ'. .h. each.
Michae! trogoff, the |\
Courigr oé' the (;)lzu B s 1c 6 50
Dick Sands, the Boy
Captain . R } 10 6 s d.
Five Weeks in a Balloon . 7 6 3 6 20 10
Adventures of l“ihre; En-
glishmen an hnee}
Ar%“:lmsh . W .M_ ] 6 3 6 20 10
und the orld in
EightyDgys . .. } 3 6 20 10
A Floating City . . . .
The Blockade Runners } 76 3 6 r g 8 i 8
Dr. Ox’s Experiment . . L
Master Zacharins . . . } 2 0 10
A Drama in the Air . . 76 3 6 |-
A Winter amid the Ice . Lz2o 10
'l‘hec Survivors of the J
¢ Chancellor . . 2 0 2 vols. 1s. each.
Maxtin Paz } 76 36{20 0
THE MYSTERIOUS ISLAND,
3 vols. ;:— : 22 6 10 6 6 0 3 0
Vol. I. Dropped from the
Clouds . . . . . . 7 6 3 6 20 10
Vol. II. Abandoned . . 7 6 3 6 2 0 10
Vol. III. 8ecret of the Is-
land . . . . . . . 7 6 3 6 2 0 10
The Child of the Cavern . 7 6 3 6
The Begum’s Fortune . 7 6
The Tribulations of a } 7 6
Chinaman . . . . .

CELEBRATED TRAVELS
upwards of 100 full-

AND TrAVELLERS, 8 vols. Demy 8vo, 600 pp.,

Tae EXPLORATION or THE WORLD.

3

page illustrations, 12s, 6d.; gilt edges, 14s. each ;—

1
§2§ THE GRRAT NAVIGATORS OF THE EIGHTERNTR COmwrunt. N
Tax EXPLORERS OF THE NINETEENTL. CENTURT. (I the Brewsd
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ld/ALLER (Rev. C.-H.) The Names on the Gates of Pearl,
and other Studies. By the Rev. C. H. WALLER, M.A. Second
edition. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s.

A Grammar and Analytical Vocabulary of the Words in

the Greek Testament. Compiled from Briider’s Concordarice. For

the use of Divinity Students and Greek Testament Classes. By the

Rev. C. H. WALLER, M. A, Part 1., The Grammar. Small post 8vo,

cloth, 25, 64. Part II. The Vocabulary, 2s. 64. :

Adoption and the Covenant. Some Thoughts on
Confirmation. Super-royal 16mo, cloth limp, 2s. 64.

Wanderings in the Western Land. By A. PENDARVES VIVIAN,
M.P. With many Illustrations from Drawings by Mr. BIERSTADT
and the Author, and 3 Maps. I vol., demy 8vo, cloth extra, 18s.

War in Bulgaria: a Narrative of Personal Experiences. By
LIEUTENANT-GENERAL VALENTINE BAKER PasHA. Maps and
Plans of Battles. 2 vols., demy 8vo, cloth extra, 2/. 2s.

Warner (C. D.) My Summer in a Garden. Rose Library, 1s.

Back-log Studies. Boards, 1s. 6d. ; cloth, 2s.

In the Wilderness. Rose Library, 1s.

Mummies and Moslems. 8vo, cloth, 12s,

Weaving. See ¢ History and Principles.”

Whitney (Mrs. A. D. T.) Hitherto. Small post 8vo, 3s. 6d.
and 2s. 6d.

Sights and Insights. 3 vols., crown 8vo, 31s. 62.

Summer in Leslie Goldthwaite's Life. Cloth, 3s. 6d.

Wills, A Few Hints on Proving, without Professional Assistance.
ny a PROBATE CoURT OFFICIAL. 5th Edition, revised with Forms

Wills, Residuary Accounts, &c. Fcap. 8vo, cloth limp, Is.

With Axe and Rifle on the Western Prairies. By W. H. G.
KinGsTON. With numerous Illustrations, square crown 8vo, cloth
extra, gilt edges, 7s. 6d. ; plainer binding, §s.

Witty and Humorous Side of the Englisk Poets (The). With a
variety of Specimens arranged in Periods. By ARTHUR H. ELLIOTT.
1 vol., crown 8vo, cloth, 10s. 6d.

Waoolsey (C D, LL.D) Introduction to the Study of Inler-
national Law; designed as an Aid in Teaching and in Historical
Studies. s5th Edition, demy 8vo, 18s.

Words of Wellington: Maxims and Opinions, Sentences and
Reflections of the Great Duke, gathered from his Despatches, Letters,
and Speeches (Bayard Series). 2s. 6d.

Wreck of the Grosvenor. By W. CLARK RusseLL. 6s. Third
and Cheaper Edition.

Fonvon:
SAMPSON LOW, MARSTON, SEARLE, & RIVINGTON,
CROWN BUILDINGS 388, FLEET STREET.
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